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P R E F A C E, 

IN the year 1761 Mr. Macpherfon publifhed 
the Poem of Fin gal, accompanied With 
other works, tranflated from the Galic lan- 
guage : of which, a little before - fome frag- 
ments had beeri printed by the fame Author. 
The poetical fpirit, with which thofe writings 
are animated, excited a general attention, and 
engaged the admiration of perfons of a refined 
tafte in this and other kingdoms. — It was 
fcarcely imagined that in the remote Age of a 
nation, in which Barbarifm was thought to have 
reigned, any work worthy of public regard 
Jj could be produced : but, on' perufal, the in- 
^ ferior pieces were found pofleft of great poeti- 
cal beauties, while Fin gal and Temora had 
all the qualities which are the principal cha- 
^ rafteriftics of an Epic Poem. 

From confiderations of this kind, very unfa- 
vorable conclufions were deduced — Among 
others, the authenticity of thofe Poems was 
called in queftion — It was aflerted, that they 
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iv PREFACE. 

were obtruded on the public as the traditionary 
remains of ancient ages, when no fuch remains 
really exifted ; or at leaft that they had received 
confiderable alterations and embellifhments. 

All imputations of this kind haVe been fatis- 
faftorily anfwered — Gentlemen have been ap- 
pealed to, who live in the Highlands, who un- 
derftand the Original, and have often heard 
thofe Poems recited — The 7 th book of Tremor a 
in the Galic language is inferted in the laft 
edition, and the Original is depofited in the 
Mufseum. 

Whilft the Editor was thus defending him- 
felf, there were not wanting perfons of erudi- 
tion and judgment, who warmly efpoufed his 
caufe ; convinced from internal marks of the 
originality of thofe Poems, they conferred the 
higheft elogium^ on them^ 

When the following verfion was made, it was 
on the fixed perfuafion of their authenticity, no 
lefs than on account of their intrinfic excellency. 
In the firft ages of fociety, laws were written, 
oracles delivered, and leflbns of moral inftruc- 
tion given in verfe — In verfe, the renown- 
ed deeds of Patriots, Heroes, and Legiflators 

were 



PREFACE. V 

were recorded — Hence gratitude and emulation 
were kindled, and valor excited. 

Poetry, thus calculated for anfwering diffe- 
rent important ufes, became the objeft of public 
attention. The profeiTors of it conftituted a 
diftinft clafs, and heroes of illuftrious rank, and 
pofleft of fupreme power, often added this ac7 
complifhment tp their other titles. 

In Greece, indeed^ it appears, that when 
Homer and Hefiod immortalized their names, 
the Rhapfodifts, though much in repute, were 
rather of an inferior rank. But it has been ima- 
gined, that thig was a degradation of their ori- 
ginal characters ; and that they were of greater 
dignity in more ancient ages, when Mufaeus, 
Orpheus, and other divini vates (as Horace 
terms them) exercifed it. 

Poetry, however, was no where more culti- 
vated and encouraged, than among the ancient 
Goths^ Vandals, and other northern nations : 
In the countries inhabited by them the Runic 
Poetry had its origin, and the Scaldi, an order 
wholly devoted to the' ftudy and practice of it, 
were perfons of the moft diftinguifhed rank. 

In Ireland, the fame profeflion . had even a 
fyperior degree of dignity and pre-eminence ; 



vi PREFACE. 

and it appears by inconteftible evidence, that in 
early ages, the fame inftitutions and cuftoms 
prevailed in Scotland, which were eftablifhed 
in the other Celtic nations. 

The time when Fingal reigned, cannot 
perhaps be percifely afcertained. — Mr. Mac- 
pherfon imagines that * Caracalla was defeated 
by him in the year 211. In whatever age the 
expedition (which is the fubjedt of the follow- 
ing Poem) was made, it appears that Oflian, 
his fon, perfonally attended him, both as a 
Bard and Warrior. This Poem probably had 
its origin from recitements made at public fef- 
tivals, foon after the conclufion of the war; 
and the Author digefted at leifure hours, what 
he had repeated perhaps extempore, into its 
prefent forniv — A monument of filial piety and 
national honor, no lefs than of his own fub- 
lime genius ! 

Not only in this, but likewife in his other 
Poems, may be found a frequent tranfition from 
Narrative ta Ode— A Angularity, in which he 
greatly differs from the Grecian bard; for Homer 
brought Epic Poetry to its higheft perfedtion, . 
and refrained from blending them together. 

* See the firft Note on Comak, 

Oflian 
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Ojflian is remarkable for energy of expreflion 
and fimplicity of flyle. — We, who live in a 
Hate of polifhed life, frequently indulge our- 
felves in frivolous conceits, far-fetch'd allufions, 
and thus degenerate into a falfe fublime. The 
rude fcenes of Nature, fo exquifitely painted 
by Offian, would not afFe6t a modern writer in 
the fame manner, and confequently could not 
be fo expreffively defcribed by him. His cha- 
rafters are fuftained with fpirit and propriety— 
Their fpeeches, fuch as muft neceflarily pro- 
ceed from the feelings of the human breaft, 
untaught by Science, and uncultivated by Art — 
Their language is the language pf Nature, and 
their allufions taken from objedts immediately 
before them. 

It is hoped that the prefent attempt needs no 
apology.— One of the firft Authors, who writ 
remarks on the Original, obferved, ** That 
though the Tranflation was excellent, it were to 
be wiflied that It had been in Verfe rather than 
in Profe." — The Tranflator himfelf, in fomc 
notes on thofe Poems, exprefled his fenfe of 
this, and judged that the harmony of verfifica- 
tion was wanting at leaft to the Lyric parts of 
Oflian's Poems. 
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viii PREFACE- 

To thofe who are well acquainted with the 
Original, the following Verfion may appear to 
have too modern an air ; to others who are not, 
it may feem too antiquated. The Author en^ 
deavoured to keep between the two extremes ; 
but hopes he has not departed from the fimpli- 
city of the Original, which makes one of its 
peculiar beauties. He would obferve, that a 
Poet cut off from the heathen Deities, and all 
allufions to them — from the fcienccs, and all 
the improvements of a polifhed ftate of fociety 
-—from all the arts, one or two of the moft 
fimple only excepted — obliged to rejeft all ex- 
preflions that allude to them, and to diveft him- 
felf of many pre-conceived ide^s as unfuitablc 
to the ftate of fociety in thofe Times — has dif- 
ficulties to ftruggle with, that can only be ima- 
gined by thofe who have . Felt them. 
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MAGINATION, mighty power! 
Where dofl: thou guide my roving mind i 
By time, by diftance unconfin'd 

On Fancy*8 rapid wings I fly 
To Morven^s coaft, where mountains tower. 

And break the clouds that pU on high. 
Before my view the dark-brown heath extends. 

From reed-crown'd lakes the creeping mifts exhale i 
Down the rock burfting, the rude ftream defcends. 

And foams along the folitary vale. 

B CQpa 
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Cona, thy waters murmur in my ear ! 

Sclma, thy halls unfold ! 

There fits F i n g a l : — the chiefs of old 
Gaze on the ruler of the war. 

One vaunts his prowefs in the field. 

Another lifts his riven IhieW, • 
Or fhews the deep-indented fear. 
High p'er the reft the fin offings^ 

OlTian defceilded from a race of kings, 
ConfpicuOus ftands: to whom belongs 

The praife of warriors : to the ground 
,He deeply- mufing bends his eyes-*— 

Behold ! the toyeX Bard mrife. 
Behold! he flidkes the eagle-pkmtis. 

With ^hich his barnifli*d helm is crqwn'd : 
His flcilful hand the harp affiimes. 

He lightly fw^eps the tuneful firings^ 
And wakes the pleaflng finind. 



Hark 
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Hark! he pours die ihiafti^l fong^ 

His brave cpfnpegrs ^rpun^ him throng, 

To hear the ftr^in fyblime : 
And whilft tib ftnmat:ing lays 
Proclaim their fem^ in pjther days. 
Their deed^ in lancient time : 
, Each war-Yiforn chief inglorious eaie difdains, 

Panu for thie din of :^^t, and thick- embattled plains^ 



4^ain infpir*d mth, glory's charms. 
The fiery warriors call to arms 

To wm immortal praife: 
Each hopes to gain a deathlefs name. 
To live renown'd, Or die with fame, 
The theme of future days. 
Each gralps his fwprd, each fliakcs his moony feicld. 
And the bright mail pojirs lightning o'er the field. 
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Softer now thy numbers flow. 

Slowly rolls the plaintive Strain ; 
See, the firft of Heroes low! 

See, the mighty Morar flain! 
From the tender virgin's eyes 

Fall the pearly drops of woe \ 
See, her bofom throbbs with fighs. 

Sorrow fwells her breaft of fnow. 



% Yon mofly Hones that rife above the heath, 

Bdide the blafted oak that towers on high^ 
Mark to the hunters view the cave of death, 

Where chiefs renown'd in former ages lie: 
There refts brave Morar !— thy untimely doom, 

Thy aged lire, and mournful friends deplore. 
How vain their forrow t — in the filent tomb 

The mighty Morar flceps, to rife no more I 

5 Vid. t\kt fongi of Selxna* 
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Like him, ye warriors ! you muft p^fs away. 
Like him you (bine the glory of the plain : 

In time your ftrength will fail, your tombs decay. 
And no memorial of your fame remain. 



The melting lay their ra^ controuls^ 
And cdnns to peace their furious fouls : 
Thy charms, deftruftive fame ! infpire 
Their breads no more with martial fire: 
Each hero mourns fome breathlefs friend, 
Compaffion's tender tears defceiid ; 
Their arms beftrew the dufty plain^ 
The falchion thirds for blood in vain. 



Oh! wha like thee could feel for other's woe. 
And to thy drains the heart-felt thought imparti 

In plaintive numbers bid them wildly flow. 
And melt the foul beyond the power of art ! 

B 3 On 
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On the^ her darling fon^ hit Fancy fifiilos, 

Her bright ideal fcenes difplayS ; 
Shfe ftrongiy paints them Jn thy mind^ 
And pours thefn in thy daring lays. 
The fons of glory battle- flain. 
From thee receive the plaufivc Song: 

They qxiit the btood-enqmrplcd plain ; 
Aroiind them meteori gleam; 
The ruddy-flaming beam 
Skirts the dark clouds on >frhich they fail along. 
Behold their airy halls! 
Bedropt with fire thd roofs appear \ 
In dittily-gleaming ar.ms they ftand^ 
The fliells half-viewlefs in their hand : 
Beneikth the cloUds df darknefs roll,. 
Thiir w6rdJ jpervade thy lift'ning bar^ 
And fmk into tiiy thoUghtfbl fouL 



See 
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♦ See ! Loda's gloomy form advance. 
On high he lifts his fhadowy lance. 
Within his hand the tempells lour, 
The blafl: 6f death his noftrils pour : 

Like flames his baleful eyes 
Appal the valiant— from the fight 
They turn before the blading light ; 
His hollow voice like thunder fhakes the fkies, 
Slowly he moves along, exulting in his might. 
Vain are thy terrors, dreadful fhaie ! 
Lo ! Morvtifs king defies aloud 
Thy utmoft force — His gleaming blade 
Winds thro' the murky cloud. 
The form falls fhapelefs into air : 
His direful flirieks the billows hear. 
And (top their rapid courfe with fear. 
The hundred rocks of Iniftore reply. 
As roird into himfelf he mounts the darkened (ky. 

* CarridUiura. 
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How fwcctly flows :j; thy lateft ftrain ? when borne 
On heavens curled clouds appears thy hoary fire; 

Bright pearly drops the laughing fields adorn. 
The eaftern clouds are fireak'd with purple fire : 

The openbg flower perfumes the breath of morn* 
All nature's clad in beauty's fair attire. 

To thee the winds his feeble voice convey j 

# 

Come to my airy halls away ! 
Silent are now our martial plains ; 
Our glory in the fong remains*^ 
Come to my airy halls, fad Oflian! come away; 

Ceafe feeble mufe ! thy imitation vain ; 
And thou, O Bard! forgive th' enervate fl;rain. 
My numbers rude debafe thy matchlefs lays. 
And mtck the great original they praife. 

t Bemttfaon* 
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TH E Hiffbty previous to the opening of the 
Poem in this. * JrthOj fupremc king of 

Ireland dying at Temora^ the royal palace of the 
Irifh kings, was fucceeded by Cormac his Ton, a 
minor. CucbulUny lord of the IJle of Mijj one of 
the Hebrides^ being at that time famous for hii 
great exploits, was in a convention of the petty 
kings then aflembled, unanimoufly chofen Guar- 
dian to the young king. He had not managed 
the affairs of Cormac long, when ne^ws was 
brought him that Swaran king of Locblin (i. e. 
Scandinavia) intended to invade Ireland. Cucindlin 
immediately defired aflillance from Fingal lang 
of thofe Caledonians who inhabited the weftern 
coafts of Scotland. He, as well from a principle 
of generoficy, as . from his connections with the 
royal family of Ireland^ refolved on an expedition 
into that country; but before his arrival the ene- 
my had landed in Ulfter. — Cucbullim in the mean 
time gathered his tribes to 7«nj, a caftle in Ulfter^ 
and difpatched fcouts along the coalt to gain the 
moft early intelligence of the enemy. Such is the 
fituation of affairs when the Poem opens.* 



(' lO ) 

ARGUMENT 

Of the First Book. 

CUCHULLIN, fitting done beneath a tree at the 
gate of Tura, the other chiefs being gone c:i a 
hunting party^ is informed of Swaran'^ landings by Mo- 
ran one of his Scouts. He convenes the Chiefs^ a council 
is held^ and difputes run high about giving battle to the 
enenrf. Connal, his intimate friend^ advifes him to re- 
treat till the arrival of Fingal, but is oppofed by Cal- 
mar, another of his Chiefs. Cuchullin, willing tofight^ 
follows the opinion of Calmar. Marching towards the 
inemy^ he mifjes three of his braveft heroes^ Fergus, 
Duchomar, and Cathbat. Fergus arriving^ relates 
to him the manner of their deaths which introduces the 
Epifode of Morna. 'The army of Cuchullin is defcried 
at a dijiance by one of Swar^n*s Scouts^ who defcribes to 
him the terrible appearance of that Hero. Swaran en- 
iourages his troops : the armies engage j but night coming 
on^ leaves the ViSory undecided. Cuchullin, according 
to the hojpitality of the times, invites Swaran to his 
feajij who fcornfully rejeSis it. Carril, Cuchullin'j 
Bard, relates to himtheftory (j/'Grudar ^»^ Braflblis. 
A party, by ConnalV advice, keep guard to fecure him 
from fhe eneny ; which clofes the aHion of thefirji day. 
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Y Tura's w^lls that brave the founding wind, 
His mighty afts revolving in his mind, 
CuchuUin fatc«**-Above the warrior's head. 
An aged oak its mofly branches fpread:. 
His glittering arms were fcattfer'd on the field. 
The crefted helm, ftrong lance, and boHTy fhield. 

• In 



( 12 ) 

f .In haftc young J Moran to the chief drew nigh. 

Fear paled his cheek, in terror roll'd his eye : 

He trembling thus began : On Erin's coail. 

The haughty Swaran leads his martial hoft. 

A croud of heroes round their king appear. 

Each grafps his fhield, and fhakes his threatening fpear. 



To him CuchuUin ; fears thy reafon blind. 
And fwcll his numbers in thy erring mind. 

Perchance the chief, on Morven's hills obey'd, 

»• , . , , 

With all his warriors haftens to my aid, 

I faw their king, the timorous youth replied. 
Above his heroes tower in height of pride : 
Tall as the fnow-top'd hill, when Winter reigns, 
And binds the head-long ftrcam in icy chains. 
Like yonder Wafted fir his lance he rear'd; 
And his huge fhield a rifing moon appeared: 

X One of CuchuUin's fpies, who was ftationed on the coaft of Ullin, to 
give notice of the approach of the enemy« 

His 
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His troops around him flood, as mifts enlhroud 

The lofty mountain with a fable cloud. 

Thus I began : Tho' great in arms thy name. 

Yet Erin's fons are not unknown to fame, 

Many our chiefs — But loudly he replied. 

Loud as rocks echo to the roaring tide : / 

Where are the boafted warriors of thy land. 

Where are thofe chiefs who dare my rage withftand ? 

The great Fingal, who reigns where tempcfts pour 

On Moryen*s cloud- wrapt hills the fnowy ihower. 

Alone can meet my fury— —Once we ftrove 

In fierceft ftrength : —Our heels o'er-turn'd the grove* 

The ftrong-bafed mountains ♦ ftiook beneath our forcc^ 

And ftreams fled murmuring from their wonted courfc* 

Three days the furious confliA we renewed ; 

Heroes with fear the dire encounter view'd : 

On the fourth morn I prefs'd the dufly plain—- 

So vaunts Fingal: Affertion falfe and vain ! 

r 

* Virgil makes ufe of the fame bold expreflion, \vhen he defcribei Her« 
culcs throwing a rock in order to burft open the cavern of Cacus. 

MMnDIirultant ripae, refluitque exterritus amnis. 

Firmly 
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Firmly I ftood-i— Let Erin's leader yidd^ 
Nor dare oppofe me in th' cmbattkd field ; 
Left dire as ftorms that roar around the toaft, 
I rife i^ fury, and confiime his hoft. 



Perifh the thought ! the daring chief replied. 
Ne'er fhall Cucfaullin yield to Swaran's pride : 
The Guilds of war my glowing foul inflame, 
I live with glory, or I fall with fame. 
Strike with my fpear the loud refunding fhtcld 
My great forefathers us'd in war to wield : 
Brings brave ions fhaH hear it from afir. 
The dreadful prelude of approaching wan 



He ftruck ; the mountains and the rocks rebound. 
Thro* the wide forcft rolls the ecchoing found : 
The timorous roe flies to the darkfome wood. 
Shuns the green vale, and quits th* untafted JElood* 



Fierce 



1 
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Fierce Curach firft in beaming mail appear'd, 
bnnal in air his bloody javelin rcar'd. 
Umar with tranfport heard the loud alarms, 
|lrafp*d his huge lance, and ftrode in founding arms, 
fith ardent foul the beauteous Crugal came ; 
br war young Favi quits the favage game, 
forrid in arms the dauntlefs Puno moves ; 
(lirbar forfakes green Cromla*s fhady groves. 
rave Eth from Lena's rapid ftream defcendi : 
rer Mora's heath his courfe young Caolt bends, 
right as the foam, that when the waters roar, 
lie dark-wing'd tcmpeft pours on Cuthon's fhorc. 



E*en now tV affembled heroes I behold ! 
heir fouls are kindled with the wars of old. 
|ike torrents rulhing from the hills they came ; 
leir dark brows lour, their eyes with fury flame, 
ich grafps his mighty fword, and wide around 
tms the bright mail, and gilds the dufky ground. 



( '6 ) 

Bchmd their ftately chiefs, a numerous throng 
Intent on death and vengeance ru(h along; 
As roll behind the meteor's ruddy light. 

The gathering vapors of the lilent night. 

Loud burfts the fong of war: their arms refound, 

And Ih d; Cromla ecchoes w d^ around. 

On Lena's heath befide their chief they ftand^ 

Like mifts flow-rifing from the marlhy land. 

That o'er the plain by winds tempeftuous driven. 

Shade the fteep mountain, and afcend to heaven; 

CuchuUin thus : — Ye hunters of the deer. 
Behold a nobler Iport ! our foes appear 
On the dark wave— ye fons of battle! fay 
Shall we fubmiffive bow to Lochlin's fway ? 
Shall we to • Stannous fon, brave Connal yield, 

And unconteftcd quit the glorious field ? 

» 

Full oft, my valiant friend ? thy fatal fpear , 
Has ftruck the boldeft of his hoft with fear. 

^ Swarati. 
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He calmly thus replied} The rage of fight, 
And ihouts of battle give my foul delight. 
Still foremoft in the field has Connal ftood, 

4 

And dyed his beaming lance in hoftile blood : 
Yet is my voice for peace. — Lo! wide around 

The fhips of Swaran o'er the billows bound : 
High as the foreft waving in the Ikies, 
And thick as reeds that on the waters rife. 

His numerous mads appear: his barks contain 
Chiefs . fam'd for valor on the marlhalPd plain : 
Himfclf a hoft!— — E'en Morven's king would Ihun 
The dreadful force of Starno's fiery fon: 
That mighty warrior, from whofe direful fight 
Embattled armies fly in wild affright: 
Like the light heath before the howling ftorm, 
When gloomy clouds the front of Tieaven deform., 



Hence 
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Hence, to thy filent biHs and vallie^ fly ! 
To him carag'd fierce Caknar made reply. 
Where never yet the blaze of arms appearM, 
Nor the load thunder of the war was heard. 
Fix in the bounding roe thy peaceful Ipear, 
Or with light (hafts deftroy the timorous deer. 
But let CuchuUin call aloud to arms. 
And fire his martial hoft with glory's charms^ 
Then Ihall the foe to Erin*s valor yield. 
And their fam'd warriors prefs the bloody field.. 
May tcmpefts rife, and whirlwinds roar aloud f 
Whilft angry fpirits in their air-borne cloud, 

i 

Deftroy my life, if e'er the chace could give 
The mighty tranfports I in war receive] 

Sage Connal thus -, In war I never fled. 
Still flam'd this javelin where the battle bled. 
Spare thy proud vaunt, nor think we can withftar 
Lochlin's vaft hoft, and Swaran*s mighty hand. 

•^ O fi 
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O fon of Semo! from a timelefs grave 
Prcfarve thy friends ; the throne of Cormac favc. 
But if for war thou giv'ft thy daring voice, 
Connal will not oppofe the generous choice: 
My panting heart flaall beat with fierce delight. 
And my fpear glitter in the front of fight. 



Well baft thou faid, cried Semo*s valiant heir, 

War is my choice, for glorious war prepare ! 

I 
As thunder which precedes refrefhing (bowers, 

[ That deck the fruitful vale with blooming flowers, 
Pleafes the lift'ning ear-, the din of arms 
Delights my foul, and hope of glory charms. 
Colled my heroes ! — Let the martial band 
In burnifh'd mail around their leader ftand ; 



% 



As the bright fun, before the ftorms arife. 
In tenfold fplendor blazes thro* the fkies •, 

J Ere from the weft the threat'riing tempcft roars, 
And bends the oaks on Morven's echoing fhores. 

C-^ Where 
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Whete are my valiant friends, renown'd afar, 
The brave companions of my arm in war ? 

Oh ! why does Cathbat fhun Cuchullin*s fight. 
And ftern Duchomar that dark cloud in fight ? 

Why does the fon of battle, Fergus ftay ? 

Can he forfake me in war's ftormy day ? 

Swift as a roe he comes — Ah ! what diftrefs. 

What heart-felt anguifh does thy foul opprefs ? 



To him the chief; With me thy friends deplore ! 
Cathbat is fall*n, Duchomar is no more ! 
Whofe rage was fatal as the deadly fleams 
Of Lano's marfh exhal'd by heavenly beams. 
That failing flowly o*er the peopled vale. 
Bear death and ruin, in the tainted gale. 
Ill-fated Cathbat! beauteous as the ray 
That gilds the eaft, bright harbinger of, day ! 
Thy love, thy Morna's fairn— With fudden light. 
Thus dai?ts a meteor thro' the clouds of night % 



Th 
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I 

The traiifient beam with grief the traveler views, 
And darkling o'er the heath his courfe purfues ! 



To him CuchuUin thus -, O Fergus ! tell. 
How, and by whom my brave aflbciates fell. 



The chief replied ; Where towering o'er the glade. 
The mighty oak projefts his ample fhade, 
Befide the rapid ftream they ftrovc in fight > 
And Cathbat funk beneath his rival's might. 
Smft from the dying youth, elate with pride 
The vifbor flew, and thus to Morna cried. 



Why in this lonely, grief- infpiring cell. 

Near the hoarfe-murmuring ftream does Morna dwell ? 

The aged oak groans to the pafling blaft, 

And dulky clouds the front of heaven o'ercaft : 

The lake's dark waters pour a fullen found ; 

Loud roars the ftorm ; and nature lours around. 

C 3 But 
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But thou ^rt lovely to thy warrior's fight, 

As fnow that decks the heath with pleafmg light : 

Thy breads, like two bright rocks of marble gleam, 

Befide where Branno rolls his liquid ftream : 

Thy hair, like mift that rouiid the mountain plays, 

Waves to the wind, and glitters in the rays. 



Whence coihes Duchomar, thus the fair replies. 
With brow contradted, and indignant eyes *? 
Say, haft thou feen on Ullin*s fea-beat coaft, 
Lochlin's proud nionarch, ihd hts martial hoftr 



Sternly he anfwer'd •, I this morning flew 
A ftately deer, which is my Morna's due. 
He wav'd the honors of his Tiead on high. 
And ran as fwiftly as the tempefts fly. 



She mildfy thus feplied •, Ceafe, wairrior ceafe ! 
Nor with UrttimeJy gifts difturb niy peace ! 



N 
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f 

No foft comp^ffion melts thy ftvil^born fopl, - ' 
Nor prayers, nor tears thy gloomy min^J cofi^royl. 
To Cathbat, beauteous youth ! TU faithful prove •, 
While life remains, unchanged is Morna's loye. 
For him I wait— -Ah ! why does Gathbat (lay ! 
Why, my br^ve warrior, thj$ unkind delay ? 



.\ • 



Long (hakthPS wait— *he furious chief replied. 
With Cathbat-s blood my' reeking Wade is dyed. 
Scorn the weak boy — on me thy love beftow ; 
This arip re^ftl^ef^ laid the warrior low \ 



• J . I ' 



Is Cathbat ftirn ?-^Tbe' haplefs jMorna cfi^s^ ; 
Bright as the b!?a^s that gild theazure Adas I ; 
Wh^re Jue fo oft the boundii^g deier purfued, 
And in the foronipft rank pf bdrtle ftood ! . 
Dire is thy r^gp-^By thee, relpntlefe chief 1 
My foul is pl«og'<i in evcr-during grief 3 

C 4 Yet 
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\ 

9 I. 

Yet let me view, and Morna afks no morQ, 
Thy fword ftill reeking with her Cathbat's gore ! 



He gave it to her hand — the fraudful maid 
Decfp in his bofom plungM the fatal blade. 
As fome huge bank that o'er the ftream impends, 
Worn by the wave, with thund'ring found defcends : 
The flalhing waters (hake the echoing fhore« — 
So falls the chief, and thus the fair implores. 



Morna, Tm flain ! thy vengeance is complete ; . 
For Cathbat's death I pcrifli at thy feet. 
Cold in my bread I feel the deadly blade—-— 
Hade thee to Moina— She, unhappy maid ! 
Will mourn her warrior's fate, his tomb will raife, 
And future times ihall hear Duchomar's praife. 
Oh ! I befeech thee, grant my laft requeft. 
And draw the fword that thrills my tortur'd bread ! 



With 
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With tearful eyes flie came — ^Thc chief applied 
His vengeful falchion to her foowy fide. 
Rolling in death flie lay : the purple flood 
Gu{h*d from her wound : her hair the flocft- befl:rewM 
Her mournful (hrieks refounded thro* the cave — 
Thus fell thy friends ; the lovely, and the brave ! 

Peace to the heroes fouls ! CuchuUin faid. 
For mighty were the adions of the dead. 
Borne on the clouds of heaven for me engage, 
t)ire6b my fteps, and fire my foul with rage ! 
But when the days of war, and danger ceafe, * 
Thou beauteous Morna, Tooth my foul to peace ! 
Ye fons of Erin ! hear your chief's command : 
Around his thundering car in order ftand : 
That, Ihall to glorious conqueft lead the way, 
And ftrike the foe with terror, and difmay. 
Let three bright lances glitter by my fide, 

/ 

As thro* the ranks in martial pomp I ride : 



« 



Soon 



J 
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Soon (hall yon hoft our niatchicfs valqc feel. 

When the war darkens round our beaming Acci ! 

* 

As foams the rapid torrent, when btl high 
Loud thunder rolls, and night involves the fky ; 
In founding arms fo ruQi'd they o'er the plain. 

And ftern Cuchullin led the daring train. ' ' 

The billows thus the mighty whale obey, 



i . > I y .■ 



Behind him roaring thro' the ftormy fea. _ . 

Lochlin's brave monarch heard the din of war. 
Like winter ftreatns refounding from afar. 
And ftruck his Ihield-^the hills, the valKes ring— 
To Arno's fon thus cried the dauntlefs king/ 

As with a murmuring noife, wing'd infedts play 
In the calm evening of a fummer's day 5 

t 

With fuch a found our foes to battle move. 
Or ruftling winds howl thro* the diftant grove. 
Hafte where yon hill th* extended heath commands. 
See, if from far appear the hoftile bands. 



He 



He went, and fooft tke martial hoft efpied. 
His heart be^t'high againft hts tfehibliftg fide: 
His eye-baills wildly mllM— The fear-ftriick hian 
In faultering, brt)ken worfs his fpecch began. 



* Rife, Swaran fife ! thy deadly fofes advance. 
The fon of Semo Rfts his flaming lance : 
High o'er the troof)s, borme ofiTiis^ Wazing car. 
The hero Hands, and fifes theit fouls to war : 

With burnifli'-d goRT *^dorn*d, it bends behind 

' ' '^ ' 

Like curling waves tlVat fwcHbcfoi*e the wind : 

Embofs'd >#rth ^itterfng ftonesy each radiant fide 

Shines like-the furface'of die rolling tide, 

* When thc'^arfc waves are'tirtgM with ruddy light, 
Anfdfpaitk rourjrd the veflel <^f the night. 



* This paffage Teems to sillu^ to the lucid appearance which the Sea fre- 
•^fiietftly e)fhibits in' the ni^ht-time. — It is firppofed to be owing to an infinite 
tiunib'er of miniiW infers, that float on the furfate of the Waters before 
ttorrhs and tempefts, and appear naoft himinous when the waves are in the 
■greateft agitation. 

Its 
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Its beam of polifh'd yew ; the hero's feat 

Of fmootheft bone •, its fides with fpears replete. 

Before the car his * courfers ruQi along, 

High-maned, broad- breafted, beauteous, fwift and ftrong, 

Lo ! with what fury o'er the plain they bound ; 

Earth trembles, and the echoing hills reiound. 

Like ftreaming mill defcends their flowing hair, 

< 

Waves to the wind, and wantons in the air. 
A thoufand thongs confine them to the car ; 
Their poliiVd bits, and harnefs fliine afar. 
As the light vapors, that the fim exhales. 
Fly driv'n by tempefts o'er the lonely vales | 
As eagles ftrong that wing their fudden way. 
And feize impetuous on their trembling prey ; 

* I have in thii place taken the liberty of Dmitting the names of Cuchullin*t 
horfes.— ^ulin-Sifadda and Dufronnil cannot found well in £ngli(h verfe, 
however harmonious they might have been in the Original. Some few of 
the heroes names, that were of no confequence to the action, I have likewife 
omitted $ and foftened^ or entirely left out many of the Epithets given to 
others. I hope the Reader will excufe it, and allow that by copying an 
ancient Author in too exa6l a manner, we more frequently burlefque the 
Original, than preferve the fpirit of it .• for by modern refinement we often 
af&x vulgar and indelicate meanings to pafTages, tliat conveyed very different 
Ideas at the time when they were firft ufed. 

Loud 
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Loud as the fbocm in winter's dreary reign. 
And fwift as dear they bound acrofs the plain. 
In dreadful fplendor the fierce chief appears. 
High o'er the gorgeous car his bulk he rears ; 
Beneath his gloomy brow his eye-balls glare. 
Like flame behind him flies his ruddy hair. 
The threatening ftorm, O king of Ocean! fliun, 
Fly from the wrath of Semo's fiery fon ! 

To him indignant thus the chief replied ; 
(Rage fir'd his foul, his bofom fwell'd with pride) 
Through foaming billows whilfl: with direful found 
The winds tempefl:uou8 roar'd, and wide around 
The vivid lightning gleamed, Tvc bent my way, 
Nor fcar'd the fliorm, nor fliunnM the fcorching ray. 
And (hall Cuchullin daftard thoughts infpire 
In Swaran's breaft ?— which, elemental fire. 
And the loud roaring of the boundlefs main 
Have ftrove to give me, but have fl:rove in vain. 



No, 



No, timorous yWjthJ^ my foul difda^as jt9, fly y 
Dangers I hee4 riot, warriors I defy; ^ . 
Did e'en Fingal provoke metathe fig^t. 
He'd mee): ^ foe dfferying all his might. 
Arife my valignt friends ! for war prepare. 
Gather arouiiid your leader's deathful fpcar. 
Like rocks we'll f^aod that guard the Lochlin fhore, 
Unmov'd tho' Wftt^rs beat, and whirlwiods roar ; 
That meet exulting the tumultuous floods. 
And to the tempeft ftretch their waving woods 

As from two adv^tfe mount ws torrents flow. 
And ruihing furious, to the plain J^low, 

* I 

\ 
Mix Iqud refound>ing--^thu$ with dire ;iiiarms 

The warriors met, and clafli'd their beaming arms. 

Chief againft chief bis pointed l^nce extei>ds -, 

Man againft man with rt^rtial fqry, bends : 

Steel clanks on fteel : bright helms are cleft on high, 

And darts, like mefeeocs, ryih ajopg the fty. 

^ ' Blood 
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Blood pours ia torrems ^*er the ftippciy guqund j 
Twang the tough bows, the rattling arms^ rcfpimi 



Dire was the noife ! like waves hy tempefts driven. 
Or the laft peal of thunder roll'd thro' heaven. 
An hundred tongues would hot fuffice to name 
The death of heroes crown*d with endlefs fiimi^. 



Mourn, mourn ye bards ! and bid your numbers flow 
In all the deep folemnity of woe. 
In blooming youth behold Sithallin (lain !— 
For Ardan's death Fiona mourns in vain. 



As two young hinds that thro' the defart rove. 

Untimely perifh in their (hady grove ; 

So fell the youths, ftretch'd on their native land, 

By haughty Swaran's wide-deftroying hand ; 

Who in the front of fight exulting ftood. 

With threat'ning voice, and arms diftain'd with blood. 
The fpirit thiis, who on the whirlwind flies, 

And guides the ftorm along the gloomy (kies, 

The 
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The fhip-wreck*d mariner with joy furvcys. 
The finking bark, and loud-refounding feas. 

The fons of Lochlin to CuchuUin yield ; 
His fword like lightning gleam'd athwart the field ^ 
When by its fijddcn flame the people die. 
And the fcorch'd mountains roll their finoke on high. 
O'er kings and proftrate chiefs the hero rode, 

His foaming h6rfes bath'd their hoofs in blood: 

«» 

In wild confufion all behind him lay ; 
Deftruftion reign'd, and ruin mark'd his way. 
Thus fliatter'd groves, the howling tempeft pad, 

* 

Shew from what part was driven the furious blafti" 

* Unhappy maid ! who dweirft where waters roar 
Around thy craggy rocks, and echoing fhore : 
Tho* fair as fpirits on the fun-beam borne. 
Or the bright rays that gild the purple morn, 

• This Apoflrophe is addrefl to the daughter of Gorlo, king of Iniftore,' 
or the Orkney Iflands*— Trcnar was brother to the king of Inifcon, fuppofed 
to be the Shetland Iflands. The Orkneys ^nd Shetland were at that time 
fubie^k t« the king of Lochlin. ■■ Macpherfon. ^ ' 

Yet 
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Yet canft thou not thy lovely Trenar favc 
From the deep Wound Cuehullin^s falchion gave. 
Pale lies the youth on Erin's fatal fliorc ; 
The beauteous Trenar fhines in arms no more ! 
* His howling dogs behold his ghoft on high» 
Borne on the winds that wander thro* the fky> 
And mourn their haplefs lord-^Whilft all unftrung 
In his lone hall the ufelefs bow is hung. 

As round fome mountain burd the roaring waves. 
That firmly (lands, and all their fury braves \ 
Thus on their foes ruih Lochlin's numerous band ^ 
Thus firm, unmov'd, the fons of Erin ftand; 
Each hero like a cloud of darknefs feems^ 
Like heavenly fire his waving falchion gleams. 
As hammers on the glowing iron found. 
When from each blow the fiery fparkles. bound, 

• The fame Opinion, that dogs perceived the appearance of any fupema^ 
tura] heingy prevailed in aiicient Greece* Thus we find that the dogs of 
£uni«us were terrified at the iight of Minerva, when at the fame time ihe 
was invifiblc to Telemachus. Homer's Ody., B. 16. 1. i6a. 

D So 
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So ring their arms : The fhrieks of death arife, 
Andlhouts of heroes thunder to the ikies. 

But who like louVing vapors meet my fig&t. 
And furious plunge amid the thickeft fight ?— • 
Swaran, and Semo*s fon— with matchlefs force 
They range the plain : earth fliakes beneath their courfe. 

» « • 

Their friends behold the chiefs with anxious eyes. 
As dim they on the diftant heath arife : 
For now the night began her gloomy reign, 
And the dark clouds roll'd flowly o*er the plain : 
To her, the warring troops unwilling yield. 
And the ftern chiefs reludant quit the field. 

By Cromla's mountain with his martial bands, 
Propt on his bending fpear Cuchullin (lands ; 
He views the banquet fpread, the fires afcend. 
And thus to Carril ; fay, my generous friend ! 
For Erin's warriors fliall the fcaft arife, 

WKilft our brave foe unaflc'd at diftance lies ? 

Far 
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Far from his friends he rdft» oh Ullin*s fliore. 
Cold blow the wnds^ and loud the Waters roar. 
Arife, inyife the monarqh here to ftay, 
Till the night tolls it4 fable dlouds away : 
Whilft our melodious harps ihall found the praiA 

ft 

Of mighty heroes, fam*d iii other days. 
The hoary bard obey'd his chiePs commands— 

# 

To him the leader of the Lochlin bands. 
Loud as ihe roaring ftbrin, indignant cried : 
His fcaft I fcoi^n, his friendship I dcridcr 
Should Erin's lorely maid3 around me rife 
With fnow'white bofblns, and with radiant eyesj, 
Inviting me to coific, lhcy*d fue in vain : . 
Here Swaran refts befide the ftormy main-— 
Not at the feafl:, but in the front of fight 
rU meet the warrior : iny unequal*d might . 
Soon ihall thy van<)uifh*d chieftain learn to fear. 
And link beneath the lightning of my fpear. 

X> a The 
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The founding Ocean, and the howling wind 
Recall my fcas, and forefts to my mind : 
Thofe fotefts, where by my ftrong javelin flain. 
The tufky boars oft champ'd the dufty plain. 
Let Semo's fon to me refign the throne. 
And me their king Jet all the people own,. 
Or Erin's torrents ftiall, diftainM with blood. 
Roll foaming to the fea their purple flood. 

Sad are his words ! the aged Carril cried ^ 
Sad to himfelf ; CuchuUin quick replied: 
Raife then, my friend ! thy voice harmonious raife. 
And give the fong to our forefathers praife : 
Let the fweet ftrain in melting numbers flow^ 
And thrill my foul with fadly-pleafing woe. 
Chiefs there have been in Erin fam'd for arms. 
And lovely maids adorn'd with beauty's charms. 
Sing like to Oflian on the Albion fhorc. 
Who, when the tumult of the chace ,is o'er, 

Pon 
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Pours forth his mournful drains : the ftreams around 
Symphonious murmur to the plaintive found. 



He faid j the bard began the lofty fong. 
While mute attention held the lift'ning throng. 
"• In days long paft, from Lochlin's hoftile fhore, 
A thoufand fhips a numerous army bore. 
■ To fave their native land our warriors fofe. 



r - 



And fir'd with vengeance met their daring foes. 
[ But far confpicuoUs in*the fields of fight, 
[ Stern Cairbar ftood exulting in his might \ 
,And ftately Grudar, high above the reft. 
In warlike mien, and valor flione confeft. 
But for a bull, the glory of the herd, 
Whofe fnowy hide diftindl with fpots appeared. 

Their wrath arofe. -each claimed it as his own. 

And oft in fight oppos'd, their falchions ftione. 



• This Epifode is introduced with propriety, in order to reconcile Calmar 
tnd Conna], by the Story of Cairbar and Grudar, who, though enemies be-. 
ore, fought fide by fide in the war. The Bard obtained his aim, for we 
them perfectly reconciled in the third book. Macpherson. 

D 3 When 



{ 38 ) 

When Loehlin*s fons ippear'd, no dull delay 
Reftrain'd their ardor from the deathful d^y ; 
They checked their private rage, the foe defied. 
Together fought, and conquered fide by fide. 

By Lubar*s ftrcam that through the valley flows. 
The warriors mtt j their mutual wrath arofe : 
Bright gleanj^d their fwords, but Grudar ftrove in vain 
Fierce Cairbar ftretch'd him breathlefs on the plain. 
Elate with joy the vi6tor ftrode away. 
And heard his * fitter pour the plaintive lay. 
Ill-fated maid! (he fung of Grud^r*s faa^e. 
And dwelt delighted or hi^r loy«r*s name : 
Yet much Qie fe^r'd, left weltering ir^ hi§ gore: 
He lay ^ breathlefs corfe oi) tJUin's fliofe. 
The tiears began to dim her fp^kling eyes 5, 
Her fnowy bofprn throbb*d wijth freqjuent fighs, 
That fhaded by ^er robe, arofe to fight. 
Like the pale inoon amid the clouds of night, 

• Braflblis. " WjI 
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With fofteft voice, with' words that fweeter flow 
Than warbling lyres, fhe pours the fong of woe : 
Hafte, warrior hade, flie cries, difpel my fears, 
Hafte to my arms, and check my flowing tears ! 

The haughty Cairbar in her prefence fl:ood. 
And thus began ; — This Ihield diftain'd with blood 
My foe poflcft : on yonder fatal plain 
He drove with Cairbar's matchlefs force in vain. 
This trophy place within my lofty hall, 
[ Memorial of the vanquifli'd Grudar's fall. 

Swift from her brother's fight fhe rufli'd away, * 
And faw where pale in duft the warrior lay. 
Like flowers furcharg'd with rain, by grief oppreft 
She fell— On Cromla's heath the lovers reft. 

Two lonely yews arifing from the ground, 

Projedt a melancholy gloom around. 

In beauty who with Grudar could compare. 

Or lovely Braflolis, fupremely fair J 
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The Poet's grateful lay preferves your name ^ ' 
Few were your days, but deathlefs is your fame. 



\ 



To him CuchuUin ; — PJeafmg haft thou told 
Our fathers aftions in the times of old. 
Thy voice delightful as the geuitle rain. 
That decks with pearly gems the grafly plain \ 
When the bright fun emits his genial ray. 

And o'er the hills clouds lightly roll away. 
Again, my friend ! thy voice harmonious raife, 
And ftrike the lyre to my Bragela*s praile. 

Say, doft thou dart thy lovely-rolling eyes 
To view my veffels o'er the waves arjfe ? 

The white waves glimmering thro' the dufky night, 
Will with their fparkling foam delude thy fight. 
Retire, my love ! no veffel greets thine eye. 

The bleak wind whiftles thro' the clouded (ky. 

Hafte to thy halls ! for know, till dangers ceafe, 

CuchuIIin ne'er can tafte the joys of peace. 



1 
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Yc idle thoughts ! difturb my foul no more j 

Speak, Connal, and my fortitude reftore : 

% 

Nor let me think of love, and beauty's charms, 

\ 

While Lochlin vaunts, and Swaran calls to arms. 



He thus replied ; — Of hoftile fraud beware i 
To guard each pafs be thy peculiar care. 
Still would I counfel peace, our land to fave 
From foreign rule, our warriors from the grave. 
At leaft, till Morven's gallant fons advance. 
And their brave monarch lifts his flaming lance.* 



The watch, a generous band of heroes keep 5 
The reft extended on the defart fleep : 
Whilft wide around them o'er the dreary heath 
Ill-omen'd founds arife, and Ihrieks of death : 
The ghofts of flaughter'd warriors feebly cry, 
And roll their gloomy clouds along the fky. 

End of the jirfi Book. 
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ARGUMENT 

Of the Second Book. 

THE Ghoft of Crugal, one of the Irifli heroes, 
who was killed in battle, appears to Comal j 
and foretels the defeat of CucbulUn. dnnai com- 
municates the vifion to CucbulUn, ^who rpmains in- 
flexible, and refolves to continue the war. — Morn- 
ing comes, Swaran propofes difhonorable tern[is, 
which arc rejeded. The battle begins, and is 
obftinately fought on both fides, till upon the 
flight of Grumal the whole Irifh army gives way, 
CucbulUn and Connal cover their retreat ; Carril leads 
them to a neighbouring hill, whither they are foon 
followed by Cucbullm. — FmgaPs Fleet is feen at a 
diftance making towards the coaft. Cucbulliuj de- 
jefted after his defeat, attributes his ill fuccefs to 
the death of a friend he had killed fome time be- 
fore. Carrilj to fliew that ill fuccefs did not always 
attend thofe who innocently killed their friends, in- 
troduces the Epifode of C(mal and Galvina. 
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AR from his friends, extended on the ground. 
While dufky night, and filence reign'd arouod, 
Bcfide the ftream that rolls it's winding way 
I O'er the lone heathj^ the dauntlefs Connal lay. 
A mofly ftone fuftainM the warrior's head ; 
Above, an oak its Ihady branches fpread. 



He heard from far the fhrieks of night arife, 
A fudden Iplendor fir'd the gloomy Ikies : 
Thro* the void air he faw the meteors ftream ; 
And fwifc-defcending on the ruddy beam, 



Young 
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Young Crugal^s image met his wondering fight-;— 
Pale as the fetting moon's refledbed light. 
His rifage (hone : and Ipreading wide behind 
His cloud-form'd robes flew ftreaming in the wind 
Like flames expiring his red eye-balls glar'd ; 
Dark was the wound that in his bread appeared. 



The hero thus the fliadowy form addreft : 
Alas ! what forrow racks my Crugal's bread ! 
Pale is thy face— not thus depreft with fear, 
Didfl: thou, brave warrior ! in the fight appear. 



Awhile with tearful eyes he feem'd to ftand 
In filent grief — then wav'd his pallid hand. 
And foft as breezes o*er the waters figh 
Of reedy Lego, faintly made reply. 



Alas I with Crugal thou wilt talk no more, 

■ • » 

Nor my lone footfteps on the heath explore. 



Born< 
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Borne on the winds my wand'ring Ipirit flies. 
On Lena's plain my breathlefs body lies. 
E'en now, O chief ! I view the cloud of death 
In darknefs hovering o*er yon fatal heath, ^ 

M 

Deftin'd for Erin's fons-— With ipeed away. 
Ruin and havoc mark the coming day ! 



He faid, and vanilh'd from the hero's fight. 
While black around him clos'd the Ihades of night. 
So when the ftorms arife, the moon enlhrouds 
Her radiant front in deep-furrounding clouds. 



When Connal thus ; From thy bright beam defcend. 
Thou much-lov'd fhadow of my former friend ! 
Say, in what cavern'd rock, what lonely cell. 
Or on what grafly hill does Crugal dwell ? 
Shall we not hear thee in the ftorm rejoice. 
And mix with loud-refounding dreams thy voice ? 

Or 



I 
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Or fee thee borne on gloomy clouds arifc. 
When the blaft rvifhe* thfo* the darkened fkies. 
And by pale GhoftS tb^ winds itt>petuou5 driven. 
Roll charged with tetnpefts thro* the vault of heaven ? 



He faid — then fwiftly ftrode acrofs^ the fields . 
And o'er CuchuUin ftruck his bofly fhield. 
Upftarting ^t the IbuAd, the warrior cries i 
Why. roams my chiefs \*hile darfcocfi clouds^ the Mcsi 
Had I this jarclin launchM ; on Ullih's plain 
My frfcnd had fallen, and I had mbum^d in Viin; 



EVn now before my view, he thus replied, 
Did Crugal's ghoft the cloiids of heavdn beftride ; 

I faw the ftars thro* his thin ihadow jgleani> 

And his low voice was like the diftarvt ftream : 

Th* imperfedt found to Erin's haplefs hoft 

Denounced dcftruftion on this fatal coaft. 



Implore 
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Implore for peace ; left death, or lafting fhame 
Overwhelm .thy friends, and blail their ancient faoie. 



If Crugal's fhade^ the dauntlefs chief replies. 
Foreboding death, appear'd to ConnaPs eyes : 
Why didft thou not, for well I know thy might. 
Compel this air-borne phantom to my fight ? 
Oh ! had I feeh him, this my truily fword 
Had every fecret of his foul explored*— 
But how can ^ints who thro* ether guide 
The rolling clouds, the fate <rf war decide ? 
Say, how can Crugal, haplefs warrior, know 
That Erin's fons muft fink beneath the foe ? 



\ Sage Connal thus returned ;— To fields of air 
The ghofts of heroes fam'd in arms repair. 
Talk on the clouds, or in fome fecret cell 
The fix'd event of human fchemes foretel. 



There 
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There Jet them talk— *hc ftcrnly made reply^ 
From S warari's might my foul difdains to fly . . 
Connal, tho* death diflfolves this mortal frame. 
To lateft time ihall live my glorious name. 
My lovely fpoufe Vill Ihed the tender tear ; ^ 
My friends on high the mc^yftones will rear j 
And the lone hunter xiiufing cfer my, tomb, ^ : 
Will pour his' woes, and. mourn my fatal doom. 
Tho' to my foul-no terror death can give. 
Yet much CuchuHin fears with fliame to live. 
FiNGAL ne'er faw the fon of Semo yield, " : ^ 
But always iiail'd him vidtor of the field— » 
Spirit of Crugal ! rife before my view, 
Diiplay my fate in horror's blackeft hue ! 
Yet will I not one ftep from war recede, 
But in the foremoft rank of battle bleed. 
Thp* Morven's mighty king his aid deny ; 
We ftill may bravely fight — may bravely die ! 

Strike 
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Strike my loud (hield, let Erin's warriors hear, 
-And all for conqucfl:, or for death prepare. 



The heroes rife with (houts along the plain, 
Xike billows burfting o'er the roaring main. 
Pirmly they flood : • as aged oaks arifci 

V 

JVnd wave their blafted branches to the (kies ^ 
"While nipt by bitter froft the leaves around 
Drop withered, and beftrew the barren ground, 



The Ocean to the morning^s trembling ray 
Gleams faint ; o'er Cromla fail the vapors gray : 
Thick mills arifing with the dawning light 
Hide Erin's war-worn troops from Lochlin's fight. 



* Cemimus aftantes- 



qiiales cum vertice celfb 



Aeris pinus, aut coniferae cypariili 
Conftitenint> fylva aha Jovis, lucufvc Dianae. 

Mn» 3. line 677, 

E . Arife 
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Arife my friends, fkrce Swaraa cried, arife f 

fl 

Lo ! from our might the proud CuchuUin flics. 
Purfue, and flay with the avenging fword 
AILthofc who own not Swaran as their lord, 
Morla ! to Cormac hafte, thefe mandates give. 
Let him, let Erin me their King receive j 
For if my wrath arife, deftruftion reigns. 
And defolation wafFes their fertile plains. 



* As- from the Ihore the fowls of ocean rife. 
And beat with founding wings the vaulted Ikies : 
Or as when fwoll'n by loud inceffant rain 
A thoufand ftreams rufh /oaming o'er the plain, 
Whofe whirling eddies to the moon's pale light 
Difplay the awful horrors of the night. 



-* This heaping of {imllies one upon another is highty poetkidy and entirely 
in the manner of Homer.— -Before Ills Catalogue of the (hips in die ^d book 
of the Iliad, there is a ^oup of them much refembling thefe now before us : 
mrhere he compares the Grecian army to a nock of fea-fowl— -to the flowers 
and leaves of fp ring— to flies around a milk-pail, and their leader Agamem- 
non to Jtipiter, Neptune and MarS| and to a bull that exceods in itature the 
reft of the herd. 

The 
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The troops arofe — As fhadows fail along * 
The grafly hills, fo movM the martial throng. 
Like fome huge (lag with branching antlers crownM, 
Their (lately chief, for martial a<5ls renowned. 
Strode forth the foremoft — his far-blazing fliield, 

r 

Like heaveh^s defcending fire illum'd the field, 

A. 

When the lone traveler's wond'ring eye fwrveys 
Bright fpirits gliding thro* the fplendid rays. 



From the dark main the winds began to rife. 
And roird the dulky vapors to the (kies : 
Difplay'd to view flood Erin's gloomy hoft. 
Like rugged rocks that guard the wave-worn coaft. 



t Sterno's proud fon beheld them froni afar. 
And thus befJ)oke a leader of the war : 

I Haftie valiant Morla, to our haplefs foes, 

And to their humbled chief our terms propofe ; 



E 2 Such 
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Such as when heroes fall, or vanqui(h*d yield. 
And weeping virgins mourn the fatal field. 



He fwift obeyM ; and foon Cuchullin found 
With all his bold aflbciates ftanding round. 
And thus began -, To thee, fall'n chief! I bring 
The terms of peace from our viftorious king : 
Be Ullin's fertile plains no longer thine. 
To us thy ipoufe, and rapid dog refign ; 
Thefc to our king to prove thy weaknefs give ; 
Henceforth beneath his power fubmiflive live ! 



To him indignant thus the chief returned; 
His eyes fiafh'd fire, his breaft with fury burn'd : 
Cuchullin never yields — O'er the rough main 

« 

Quick let him fly, or fall on Ullin's plain. 
Me'er ihall his veffels thro* the watVy way 
My fair Bragela to his halls convey : 

» 



Nc 
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Nor fhall the nimble roe e'er fly before 
My rapid Luath on the Lochlin fhore. 



Vain ruler of the gaudy car ! replied 

« ■'- • 

The vaunting Morla with the voice of pride, 
"Wilt thou withftand the King of Ocean's courfe ? 
"Who numerous velTels with refiftlefs force. 
Could from its deep foundation torn, convey 
Ihy green-hiird UUin thro' the wat'ry way ! 



I 



In words Cuchullin will to many yield, 
lut never in the dangers of the field, 
The chief replied — Hence ! let thy monarch know, 
^hile thro' niy veins life's fanguine currents flow ; 
.nd Connal lives to wield his flaming fword, 
Irin (hall own young Cormac as its lord, 
firft of mighty men ! his meflage hear, 
ind can thy voice again for peace declare ? 

E 3 Why 



WxT mdt iiiiu: J iL T;: i itiiL nrnn», jmc jinE <Ef Dti'gjbt ^ 
T^ £iis c.r ErjL " (DIE fnr :?ie carniKK, 



BercE :ijc ts^c^ Sktv, csal!: trie circaf junz; oasiCL 

Is (C5ri STTST riii i^rarje^ fO' :ic %^tii^ 



H,'-$ <i^^jr:g weeds ctiSine trie rr.-irtsil cl ^ 

ArA (^^^ f^it fabk banners o*er the Tak, 
Wh^fl ^%^-g K/>rnis the l;gjit of heaven mrtde. 
And Kjrrap it$ (yltndor in furrounding ihade. 
A^ Cume dire fpirit thro' the duiky night. 
When meteors dream around their baleful light* 
Precedes the darkning cloud, and from his hand 

Pours the wild ftorms that defolate the land. 



He 
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4 

Howl o'er the wafte, and fhake the founding groves : 
The fiery chief in ponip terrific moves. 



The horn of battle Carril founds from far. 
And kindles in their fouls the flame of war : 

Then loudly thus began ; ye warriors ! fay. 

Why from the field of fame does Crugal ftay ? 
He's faU'n ! — extended on the purple ground 

The hero lies : no more his halls refound 

With joy's enchanting ftrain— o'erwhelm'd with grief, 

The fair Dcgrena mourns her breathlefs chief : 

Down her wan check the tears inceflant flow-— 

* A lovely ftrangcr in her halls of woe I 

Who like a fun- beam glancing thro' the fkies 

i Darts on the foe ? — Her hair diftievel'd flies 

On the rude winds : her mournful flirieks I hear ! — 

'Tis Crugal's fpoufe. — Alas, unhappy fair ! 



t • 



• Crugal had married Degrena hiit a little time before the battle ; confc- 
qucntly (he may with propriety be called 2^ fir anger in the hdlofberforro^. 

Macpherson. 

E 4 Thy 
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Thy hero wanders thro* th* ethereal plains. 
Or (bme lone cave his airy form contains. 
As gather'd flies with wings low-murmuring play. 
When the bright, fun emits his parting ray. 
With feeble found, borne on the clouds of night. 
His gentle fliade will meet our wond'ring fight. 
Sec ! Lochlin's warriors deaf to pity's cries. 
Wave their keen falchions— Lo ! Degrena dies. 
Cairbar, awake ! behold thy daughter low. 
Oh, pour thy vengeance on the guilty foe ! 



The aged hero heard the mournful ftrain. 
And faw the fair by ruthlefs warriors (lain. 
With rage Impetuous rufhing from afar. 
He fhook his lance, and firft provok'd thtf war. 



* As firs that on the Lochlin coaft arife. 
Bend to the fto^m that ruflies thro* the fkies: 

* Thortai a^fimilar paflTage in the 5th book of Homer's Iliad, line 396. 
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As forefts fink beneath the flame of night. 
So roar*d the war, fo fell the ranks of fight. 



As when the traveler whirls his ftaflf around. 
And ftrews the downy thirties o*er the ground. 
So fierce Cuchullin in his might arofe, 
Wav'd his bright falchion, and confum'd his foes. 



By Swaran Hain, fee ! Curiae h prefs the field ; 
Nor ought avails old Cairbar's bofly fliield : 
In lafting reft the valiant Morglan lies ; 
Beneath his arna^ the youthful Caolt dies. 
His yellow treffes ftrew his native fhore. 
From his fair bofom pours the purple gore: 
Where now tic fell among the mighty dead. 
Oft had the chief the focial banquet fpread : 
Had often wak'd the harps melodious founds. 
Prepared the chace, and cheer'd his jocund hounds* 



As 



« 
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As from the defart fwoIFn by fuddcn rain 



The founding torrent foams along the plain ; 

Rocks, hills and woods from their foundation torn, ^ 

Are to the main with rage rcfiftlefs borne : 

Thus Lochlin's monarch held his direful courfc. 

Such his wild fury, fuch his matchlefs force ! 
Unmov'd, undaunted, Semo*s fon withftands 
The rufhing tide, and checks the furious bands. 



X Thus fome huge mountain rears its top on higji, 
Whilft heaven's dark clouds around the fummit fly : 

••«» Rapidut montano flumitie torrent 



Sternit agros> fternit fata laeta, boumque labores, 
Praecipitefque trahit filvas, ilupet infcius alto |J 

Accipiens fonitum faxi de vcrticc pallor. JExx, 2. 1. 305* 

You may compare this paflagc with on€ in the i jth book of the Iliad, 1. 491* 

J This fimile is introduced with propriety, and executed in a moft mafterly 
manner.' There is not one circumftaoce in the compariibn, but what il- 
luftrates the fubjeft, and difplays the firmnefs and intrepidity of Cuchullin> 
(who is always reprefented as the bulwark of Erin) and the various attacks of 
his enemies in the raoft natural and lively colours.-— Mczentius, affaulted by 
the Tufcan army,' is defcribed in the fame manner. 

Ille velut rupes vaftum quae prodit in acquor, 

Obvia ventorum furiis, expoflaque ponto. 

Vim (unSam, atque nunas periert caetique marifque. 

^n. 10. 1. 693. 

On 
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On every fide the raging winds contend. 
The fleeey fnow, and rattling hail dcfcend ; 
Its pine-crown'd head the howling ftorm defies. 
And fafe beneath the filent valley lies. 



Thus ftood the guardian hero-— wide around 

The blcft)d of warriors drench'd the purple ground. 

On either wing his numerous troops decay^ 
Like fnow diffolving in the blaze of day. 

Where, Grunial cried, fhall Erin fafety find ? 
We ftrive like reeds againft the boift'rous wind. * 
Swift as the hunted deer, the flight he led, 
They fought, they died, but iew with Grumal fled. 



/ 



High on his gorgeous car, dcfpifing fear, 
CuchuUin fl:ood, and fliook his weighty fpear. 
A fon of Lochlin funk beneath the fl:roke. 
And thus the chief in hafte to Connal fpoke : 



Oh 
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Oh thou ! who firft didft fire with glory's charms 
My fwelling foul, (hall we from Lochlin's arms 
In terror fly ? — Let hoary Carril guide 
Our haplefs friends to Cromla's (hady fide : 
Whilft we the fory of the foe reftrain. 
Like rocks unmov'd, that brave the roaring main; 



He faid ; fiem Connal mounts the blazing car. 
And meets undaunted the advancing war. 
Their ample Ihields roie like the moon on high. 
In a dun circle rolling thro* the fky. 
Behind the whale as foaming billows found. 
The numerous troops of Lochlin rag'd around. 
At length the chiefs retir'd, and wide behind 
A ftorm of darts fiew hifling in the wind. 



By Cromla's fide around Cuchullin (land 
With looks dcjcdted Erin's haplefs band. 



Lik< 
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Like dufky groves thro' which the fiame has paft^ 
Borne on the pinions of the northern blaft. 
Beneath an oak he refts— ^his bufhy hair 
Waves to the winds ; his angry eye-balls glare 
In filent forrow.— Swift before his view. 
Elate with joy the youthftil Moran flew. 
And eager thus began ; The Ihips from far. 
The fhips of Morven come ! the king in war 
Renown'd approaches !-— See 1 his mads arife 
Like groves in clouds, and pierce the azure fkies. 
His bounding veffels on the billows ride. 
And his black prows the foaming waves divide ! 



Arife, CuchuUin cried, aufpicious gales ! 
Rufh o'er the main, and fill his fwelling fails. 
Fingal, with Ipeed, thy wifti'd aflSiftance bring 
To Erin's warriors, and their youthful king ! 
Lrike morning's clouds thy vefiels (hade the fea, 
Thyfelf the ftar, bright harbinger of day ! 



Oti 



4 
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Oh Connal ! when out fouls to forrow bend,. 
How pleafing 'tis to vi^w a generous friend ! 
But fee, around the curling vapors rife, 
And gathering mifts involve the murky fkie^ ? 
Shine forth fair moon, the fons of Morvcrt fave 
From our rude rocks, and from a, watery grave! 



The loud winds founded thro' the fhatter'd woodSf 
Down the fteep hills tumultuous roar'd the floods. 
In mift: her lofty fummit Cromla ihrouds^ 
And ftars faint- glimmer'd thro' the fiying clouds. 



'Befide a dream the chief of Erin fate. 
And thus to Cdnnai mourn'd bis haplefs fate. 
Ere fince brave Fcrda funk beneath my fteel^ 
Ferda, my friend ! no peace my foul can feci. 



Tve feen the blooming youth, the chief replies, 
Bright as the bow that gilds the gloomy fkies : 

V 

Benea 
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Beneath thy arm, fay, why did Ferda bleed. 
What urg^d Cuchullin €0 the vengeful deed ? 



To him the chief; from Albion^s coaft he came, 
Inftrufted early in the paths of fame : 
Friendfhip wc vow^d, and each his vow approved j 
Oft-times together to the chace we mov'd. 
And tir'd with toil at the decline of day. 
Together fearkfe on the defert lay. 
For fair Deugala, Cairbar's fpoufe he ftgh'd. 
Her form of beauty, but her foul of pride. 
A mutual paffion fir'd her yielding breaft. 
And thus ta Cairbar fhe her ipeeeh addreft : 



Say, why ihou'd we, O chief ! whofe jarring minds. 
Nor love unites, nor tender friendfhip binds. 
Together Hve ?— Divide thy ample ftorc ; 
Deugala dwells in Cairbar's halls no more. 

She 
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She faid } the chi^f cohfents, and 1 difpoCe 

i 

His numerous herd — fad fource «f all tay \yocs ! .|lis 

• A bull remained, whofe hide's bright furfacc fhone 
Like fnow that glitters to the rifing fun. 
On Cairbar I beftow'd him ; grief pofTeft 
Her foul, and vengeful fury iir'd her brcaft.. 



To Ferda thus with tearful eyes Ihe cried ; 
Shall Semo's haughty fon my claini deride ? 

Injucious man !— Oh ! let Deugala feel 
The joys of vengeance— lift thy deadly fteel 
And vindicate my wrongs — in endlefs night 
Sink the proud warrior, and aflert thy might : 
Or deep PU plunge in Lubar's rapid ftream^ 
And my pale ghoft Ihall loud for vengeance fcream. 



I 



11 



* This is the fecond Epifode where a contention rifes about a Bull. It it 
to be hoped that the Reader will be no nore offended at thofe inftances of 
ancient fimplicity which he itieets with in OlHan, than he is with Frinceflfi 
drawing water, and heroes drcfilng their own dinner in Homer* 

- - ; Three 



« • 
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Three days, in vam, the wccpUtig fair afiaiPd 
His wavering heart, but •n the fourth prevaird. 
The warrior thus begah, o'erwhdm'd with grief: 
On Muri's hill Pll meet the gallant ctue^ 
And fink beneath his might : for Ferda's eyes 
Shall ne'er behold where brave Cuchullin lies. 



We met, and fought— our fwords avoid a wound, 
Slance from the fhield, or on the helmet found, 
rhe taunting fair beheld our mimic war, 
flind thus addreft the hero from afar. 
VV^eak youth I unable martial arms to wield, . 
Strong is thy foe, to brave Cuchullin yield ! . 



With ftreaming eyes the mournful chief replied 5 

« 

While coqfcious valor fwelPd his foul with pride) 
Lift thy bright fliield, thy precious life defend ! 

Lo In Ferda fceks to flay his deareft friend, 

F Deeply 
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Deeply I figh'd j then gave the fatal wound ; 
iThe blooming youth fell proftrate on the ground, 
Alas ! my Ferda*s death I ftill deplore, 
Conqueft and glory crown thefe arma no more I 



When Carril thus; O chief of Erin's land? 
Mournful thy tale, and fatal was thy hand. 
The days of old I in my mind renew. 
And times long paft rufh forward to my view. 
Oft have I. heard of mighty Comal's name. 
His matchlefs beauty, and unequal'd fame : 
Tho* by his hand his much-lov*d fair was (lain, 
Bright glory crown'd him in the martial plain. 
An hundred mountains own'd the chief's command, 

■ 

A thoufand rivers lav'd his ample land : 

When his fleet dogs pour'd fourth the cheerful founds 

A thoufand rocks re- echoed wide around. 



He lov'd Galvina, as a fun- beam fair! 
Black as the raven's wing her flowing hair : 



Wei 
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Well-fkiird with hoimds to drive the timorous roc. 
Or fend the arrow from the founding bow. 
Together oft the haplefs pair purfued 
The rapid deer* and rang'd the gloomy wood. 
Stern Grumal watch'd their fteps : who long to gain 
Galvina's love had fought, but fought in vain. 

Tired with the toilfome chace one lucklefs day 
To Ronan's cave the lovers bent their way* 
Around it hung bright helms, and boffy ftiields; 
Arms won by Comal in embattled fields. 
Here free from danger, thus the chief addreft 
The beauteous maid, let my Galvina reft : 
Tho' GrumaPs envious eyes our fteps purfue. 
This cave conceals thee from his jealous view. 
Lo ! by yon mountain's fide a ftag appears. 
And high in air his branching antlers rears. 

* Ardven's proud chief, replied the trembling maid. 
Oft haunts this cave, in horrid arms array*d : 

• Gnunal. p 3 ■ RetUni 
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Return with fpeed, and free my brcaft from woe. 
For much Galvina fears thy gloomy foe. 



He rulh'd acrofs the plain— not long behind 
The fair refaain'd -, but fwifcer than the wind, 
Difguis*d in burnilh'd armour flew to prove 
Her hero's faith, and try his conftant love. 
Soon as the chief the martial form beheld. 
Rage dimm'd his eyes, his breaft with fury fwelPd ! 
He thought ftem Grumal ftood before his view, 
, And wingM with death the hiffing arrow flew. . 
Breathlefs fhe fell — He haftcns to relate 
His own fuccefs, and rival's haplefs fate. 
Thro' Ronan's cave he wildly rolls his eyes : 
No fair appears — He calls — no voice replies. 
Swift he returned, and (truck with terror found 
His much-lov'd fair expiring on the ground; 
And faw with ftreaming eyes the deadly dart 
§till faintly vibrate in her bleeding heart. 



And 
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* And is it thou ?— But grief his words fupprcft j 
Speechlcfs and pale he funk upon her breaft. 



His friends at length the mournful Comal fpied. 
Groveling in duft, extended by her fide : 
Their care to life reftor'd the dying chief. 
But nought could eafe his ever-during grief. 
Sileot and fad of times the hero mov'd 
Round the dark-dwelling of the maid he lov*d. 
But when the foe appeared, he ftrode the plain 
In arms unmatchM, and fought for death in vain* 
At lengtk he flung afide his weighty fhield. 
And rufh*d unarm'd, and fearlefs thro* the field : 
A dart well-aim*d transfixM his manly brcaft— 
Here by the foamy main the lovers reft : 
The mariner from far their tomb defcrics. 
As o'er the waves his bounding veflel flics. 

End of the fecond Book. 

f 

F 3 ARGUMENT 
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A R G U M E NT 

Of the T HI KD Book* 

f^UCHULLIN, pleafed with Carrin ftory, 
^ requefts more of his fongs. The Bard relates 
the adbions of Fingal in Lochlin^ and death of Jgan- 
decca the fifter of Swaran. He had fcarce finifhed 
when Calmar^ who had advifed the battle, came 
wounded from the field, and told them of Swaran\ 
defign to furprize the remains of the Irifh army. 
He himfelf propofes to withftand fingly the whole 
force of the enemy in a narrow pafs 'till they (houl4 
make good their retreat. Cucbullirlj touched with 
the gallant propofal of Calmar refolves to accom- 
pany him, and orders C^rnV to retreat with the 
remains of the Irijh army. Morning comes, Calmar 
dies of his wounds •, 5«;^r^» perceiving FingaH fleet 
approaching to the ihore, gives over the purfuit in 
order to oppole him. Cucbullitiy aihamcd after his 
defeat, retires to the cave of 'Tura. Fingal engages 
the enemy, puts them to flight, but night cotping 
on renders the viftory not decifive. The King 
having obferved the gallant behaviour of his grand- 
fon Ofcar^ gives him advice concerning his conduft 
in peace and war. He recommends to him the ex- 
ample of his forefathers as the beft model for his 
conduft, which introduces the Epifode concerning 
Fainafollis^ daughter of the king of Craca^ whom 
Fingal had taken under his proteftion in his youth. 
— Fillan and Ofcar are difpatched to obferve the 
motions of the enemy by night, Gaul defircs the 
command of the army in the next battle, which 
Fingal promifes to give him. The fong of the 
Bard§ clofes the action of the third day. 



( 7' ) 



F IN G A L. 




BOOK III. 

|UCHULLIN thus began i Thou well haft told 
Pur fathers actions in the days of old : 
Like the calm dew of morn & when o'er the eaft 
The fun appears, in radiant glory dreft : 
With golden beams involves the mountain's brow» 
And faintly gilds th' extended lake below. 
Again, O Carril ! ftrike thy tuneful ftring. 
And give the fong to Morven's mighty king* 



\ ■ 



The bard began \ With glory's charms infpir'd, 
FiNGAL in youth immortal fame acquired : 
Fair was the chief, his form with beauty crown'd. 
His arm, the death of heroes far-renown'd. 

F 4 Proud 
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Proud Starno met him in th' embattled plain. 
And Lochlin's fons oppos'd his force in vain : 
Strong as a dorm, confiding in his might. 
He mov'd unequalM thro* the ranks of fight : 
His fiery troops loud fhouting pour'd behind. 
Like rulhing torrents founding in the wind. 
Fierce Starno fell — ^but Morven's generous lord 
Safe to his fhips the gloomy king reftor'd. 



As in his hall deep-mufing Starno fate. 
His ranc'rous bofom fwell'd with deadly hate ! 
(For none but Morven's king could e'er withftand 
The ftrength and fury of his fatal hand.) 
He caird an hoary bard, who ufed to raife 
The tuneful fong to mighty Loda's praife 5 
Loda, whom Lochlin's warlike fons adore, 
Whofe aid they on the *Jione of power implore. 



* This palTage alludes to the religion of Lochlin, The Jlotu 9f fower h< 
mentioned is the image af one of the Deities of Scandinayia««^MACPH£R80 
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To him the monarch.; Hafte to Morvcn's land. 
Where brave Finoal exerts fupreme command : 
With whom in manly charms no chiefs compare ; 
None fliine fuperior in the ranks of war. 
Tell him, fo greatly I his deeds approve, 
I offer Agandecca to his love : 
Mild is the foul that animates her breaft j 
Her lovely form with peerlefs beauty Weft* 



FiNGAL with tranfport hears the pleafing found, 
His numerous veflels o*cr the billows bound. 
And (kirn before the gales : his aftive mind, 
Wing'd with defirc, outflies the rapid wind. 



The treacherous Starno thus on Lochlin's coaft 
Addreft the monarch, and his martial hoit. 
All hail ! brave chief unequal'd in the fight. 
All hail ! ye warriors of diftinguifh'd might ! 

» 

Thrice 
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Thrice fliall the fun roll thro* the vaulted fkies, 
Whilil: in our halls the genid feafts arife ; 
; Three days we'll follow thro* the Ihady wood 

« 

The rugged boar, and dye our fpears in bloo4« 
Thy might, brave hero ! will my choice approve. 
And Agandecca yield her heart to love. 



But while the warbling harps of joy were ftrung. 
And the loud hall with fhouts of tranfport rung» 
While the fam*d bards awak*d their founding lays. 
To great Fingal, and Agandeoca's praife. 
The king dcfign'U his death — around him Hand, 
Intent on vengeful deeds a murderous band; 
Clad in his arms, fufpedting danger nigh, 
Fingal furvey'd them with indignant eye : 
Trembling they faw, and fled with fpeed away.-— 
Again fage UUin pours the founding lay ; 
Again the^ards aflume their tuneful lyres, 
And every breaft, returning joy infpires, 



♦ Faij 
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air as the moon flow rifing In the eaft, 
'a me Stamo*s daughter and beheld the fcaft. 
r fteps were like foft mufic's melting foun^. 



Lnd Beauty flied its. rays divine around, 
Ls on the chief Ihe rolI*d her azure eyes, 
■ler fnowy bofom fwell'd with fccret fighs e 
rier yielding heart the power of love confeft ; 
3er gentJe foul the king of Mor\ren bleft. 



The third morn came— the ruler of the day 
Streamed o'er the dufky groves his cheerful ray. 
The kings arofe — thro* unfrequented groves. 
And dreary wilds the chief of Morven roves : 
The tulky boars withftand his might in vain. 
They fall, and foaming champ the dufty plain. 






Fair Agandecca to his fight appears. 
High beats her panting bofom } nrhile the te|rs 



Of 
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Of heart-felt anguifti dim her radiant eyes. 
Thus to FiNOAL the lovely mourner cries. 
Avoid yon dufky wood ! a murderous band 
There lie conceal'd by Stamo's dire command. 
Each gloomy chief unAeaths his deadly fword» 
And vows revenge on Morven*s gallant lord ; 
But oh ! remember who this counfel gave^ 
And 'from the father's rage the daughter fave ! 



The dauntlefs monarch with his troop pervadcr 
The foreft, and explores the fecret fhades : 
His foes beneath him prefs the purple ground. 
And the dark groves re-echo wide around. 



From far the treacherous king of Lochlin vicw*d 
His foes triumphant, and his friends fubdued. 
His brow lour'd darkly like the clouds of night. 
His eyes like meteors §^eam'd a ruddy light. 

Hal 
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Hafte, he exclaimM, my duteous daughter bring ! 
he future bride of Morven's blooming king. 
! by her means my warriors prefs the plain, 
nd our proud £xs immortal glory gain. 



Sighing fhe came, and wept— her raven hair 

oofe and diflieverd floated in the air. 

he ruthlefs Starno feizM the trembling maid, 

nd in hei^ fide deep plung'd the fatal blade : 

lie fell;— as Aides from Ronan^s height the fnow, 

iHien echo deepens in the vale below. 



His gloomy chiefs with fiery-glancing eyes 
iNOAL furveys— his chiefs of battle rife, 
tarno in vun withftands his furious courfe, 
Lnd Lochlin flies from his fuperior force, 
^ale in his bounding fliip he closed the maid : 
)n Ardven^s hill her breathlefs corfe is laid 



Beneath 
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Beneath the moffy tomb. — ^The fea around 

Rolls its dark waves, and breaks with murmuring fbunij 



When thus CuchuUin ; Peace eternal reign 
With her, and him who pour'd the plaintive ftrain ! 
Who, brave Fingal ! in youth could meet thy rage ? 

Who now withftand thy finewy ftrength of age i 
Again on Lochlin bend thy furious courfe, 
Confume them in the greatnefs of thy force ! 
Shine forth fair daughter of the filent night ! 
And aid the warrior with thy friendly light : 
And if in ygiadef low-hung cloud there reft. 
In darknefs wrapt on ocean's watry breaft. 
Some powerful fpirit-~Oh ! fecurely guide 
His ihips, and turn them from the rocks aQde ! 



Before him aJ he fpoke, befmear'd with blood, 
Fropt oa his bending ipear brave Calmar ftood. 



N 
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Ko terrors could his daring mind ap;itrouI ; 
Weak was his arm^ but mighty was his foul 



Welcome, my valiant friend, fage Connal cries. 
Why from thy bofom burft thefe broken fighs ? 
Fear ever was a ftranger to thy breaft. 
And glory's charms alone thy foul pofTeft, 



And ftill with glory's charms my bofom bums- 
The gallant fon of Matha thus returns : 
The founds of war my glowing foul inflame 
To emulate my brave forefathers fam^ 
From mighty Cormar I my being trace. 
The firft great founder of our martial race. 
As bounding o'er th« waves his veflel flew, 
X The fpirit of the night arofe to view. 



X Summa audacia credebatur lufta cum ipe^lns, non formidata,— « 
BartboUne de eontemptu mortis apud Denos. L. ii. C. 2,-«Vid, Browiie*s 
biftory of the rUe and progrefs of Poetry. Page 107. 
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§ On the wild tcmpefl:*s founding winds he came ; 
Before him ftreamM the lightning's ruddy flame: 
On high was heard the. thunder's awful found; 
The darkly-rolling ocean roar*d around*' 
Struck with the mighty din c'cn Cormar fear'd. 
And to the fhelvy coaft his vcflcl fteer'd ; 
Then blufh'd that he fliould e'er to terror yield, 
And boldly crofs'd again the watry field. 
Within the darkning cloud he plung'd his blade : 
The keen fword glimmer'd thro' the gloomy flxade 

The tempeft ceas'd ; he rofc above the main : 

« . 
The moon return'd, and all her ftarry train. 



Eftrang'd from fear, with glory's charms infpir'd. 
My warlike fires immortal fame acquired. 
Dangers, my friend ! before the valiant bowj -» 

And as my fathers were, is Calmar now. 

§ Involvere diem nimbif Sc nex liumida coelum 
Abftulit: ingeminant abruptis nubibvs ignes. 

Mn. f, 3. I. 19s. 

rt 
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Ye foris of Erin! whp unhurt remain. 
Retire from Lcna^s blood-empurpled plain. 

Fly, till FiNGAL his wifh'd afliftance bring, 
IsTor meet the troops of Lochlin's fiery king. 
E'en now they come, I hear them from afar. 
To wafte the haplefs remnant of the war. 
Here in this pafs will I awhile withftand 
Th* impetuous fury of the hoftile band : 
But when Lfall, (for Calmar fcorns to yield) 
And lie a lifelefs carcafs on the field ; 
When the black ftorm of war is blown away. 
And Lochlin*s Tons fubmit to Morven's fway. 
My mofly tomb, O fon of Semo ! raife. 
That future ages may record my praife; 
My mother, when ihe hears her Cajmar*s name. 
Shall mourn my fate, but glory in my fame. 

V 
FU never leave thee, Erin's chief replies. 

Like Matha's fon CuchuUin fear defies : 

G Like 
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Like thine, with fame infpir'd, my bofom glows ^ 
In danger flill my foul more daring ^t>ws« 
Connal, withdraw our forces £rom the fight % 
Save my furyiving friends from Swarao'^ taight. 
When the war ceafes, breaihlefii Oa the ground 
Mid flaughter'd foes here fhaW y<mr ^hief$ he found. 
Hafte, Moran hafte ! wliile night and fili^ce reign, 
Swifr as a temped o*er yon gloomy piain : 
Implore Fi^qal, the firft of men, to f^re 
The fens of Erin from a tinKlefs grare. 
Our foes from him» Ihall likt the yapdrs fly 
Before the fun bright-rotting thro' the flcyv 



Faint in the eaft appeared the dawning Ugh^ 
And Lo(;hlin'a hoft ruih'd eager to the fights 
Calmar beheld the ragiiig foe from far ; 
His bofom kindled with the ftiouts of war. . 
From his deep wounds faft flow'd the purple flood : 
Propt on his fpear awhile the hero flood ; 



That 
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That fpear, his mother with an heart^ieh groan 
Beheld him feize, and mournM her only ibti! 
* Slowly at laft he dropt*-<-like fome huge oak 
Fcird by the wood-man's oft-repeated fkrake. 



UnmovM, alone, the great CuchulHn ftands. 
Nor yields one ftep to Lochlin's numerous bands. 

j; So round fome rock when winds and waters roar. 
That towers on hi^^ the guardian of the (hore: 
In vain the tempeft howls with direful found. 
In vain the foaming billows burft around. 



* Ipfe gravis/ grtvidei^ue ad terram pondere vaft^ 
Concidit i ut quondam cava f onciditi aut Erymaptho 

Aut Ida in magna radic H>ua eruta pinut . 

^n. 5* 1. 446. 

X Illei vthit pelagt rupct, imn^ota refiftit : 
Ut pelagi nipes, magno veniente fragore» 
Que (kCe, multis circumlatrantibut undit. 
Mole tenet : fc^puli necquicquam 8c fpumea circum 
Saxa fremunt> lateriqae illifa refunditur alga. 

Mn» 7* line 58$. 

There 19 a fimilar paflage in the 15th book of Homer's Hiad, line 61 8. 

G 2 Now 
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Now Swaran faw approaching to the coad 
Morven*s dread monarch, and his martial hoft. 
The mads in air their pointed fummits reared i 
A floating foreft on the fea appear'd. 
Swift from th' unequal fight he call'd his bands^ 
And Lochlin^s fons obey'd their king's commands. 
* Round Imilore's rough rocks as ocean roars. 
When loudly foaming from an hundred fhores. 
The billows ebb ; fo mov'd the numtirt)us throng : 
Their arms wide-echoing as they rulh'd along. 



But drawing his long javelin in his hand. 
Retired the chief of Erin's haplefs land : 
Greatly he fear'd the king of Morveri's fight. 
Who oft had hail'd him viftor of the fight : 



* Buchanan* in his hiftory of Scotllind, gives an ample account of tl 
lempeftugus nature of the fca round the Orcade8> and the caufes of it* 



Ai 
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And thus lamenting his loft fame deplored. 
And warriors flaughter'd by the hoftile fword. 

How many heroes prefs yon fatal fliore. 

Once great in arms, now terrible no more ! 

No more to me they'll on the heath appear •, 

No more fhall I their pleafing voices hear 

In Erin's halls— -niy foul to forrow bends, 

For low in duft are ftretch'd my braveft friends. 

Ye fhades of warriors fall'n ! afluage my grief. 

In Tura's cave bewail your haplefs chief! 

There, far remote, I'll pafs my mournful days ; 

* 
No tuneful bard (hall found Cuchullin^s praife : 

9 

O'er my pale corfe no mofly ftone (hall rife. 
To mark my grave, and guide inquiring eyes. 

my Bragela ! thy fall'n fpoufe deplore. 
Fled is my glory, and my fame no more ! 

He faidy and ftung with anguifh crofs'd the glade. 
To vent his woea in Cromla's fecret (bade. 

1 G 3 "Tall 
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* Tall in his Ihip, approaching to the land, 
FiNGAL, his lance ftretch'd flaming in his hand. 
Dreadful it flione ! — as death's red meteor gleams 
O'er the lone heath j when from the livid beams 
The trav'Ier fhrinks •, behind the clouds of night 
The pale moon flies, and fickens at the fight ! 



Thus cried the monarch ; Lo ! the war is o'er. 
Slain are my friends, Cuchullin is no more ! 
Behold, yon mournfdl heath difl:ain'd with blood ! 
The flirieks of forrow rife in Cromla's wood, 
J Ryno and Fillan, blow the horn of war. 
Let the loud found be echoed from afar : 



, * Fin gal's firft appearance bears a great refemblance to that of ^neai 
on the river, when the light of his fhield is compared to the rays^ of 
comets, and baleful beams of the Dog-ftar. 

« Vaftos limbo vomit auretis igpes ^ 

Non (ecus ac liquida fi quando noAe cometae 

Sanguinei lugubre rubent, aut Siriu s ardor s 

Ille, fitim, morbofqueferens mortalibiis-aegris, 

Nafcitur, & Iseve contriftat lumine caelum « 

iEn. 10. line *7H 

There is a fimilar paflra|e in the zid book of the Iliad, line 25, when 
Achilles is defcried att a dida&ce by Priam from the walls of Troy. ; ' 
t Offian, Rynoi Fillan and Fergus were Tons of Fingal. 

. . , -■ Wher« 
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Where yon fteep mountain rears its head on high. 
With thund'ring voice the Lochlin hoft defy : 
For fpcedy vengeance on our fteps attends. 
And ffirong, and mighty are GuchuUin's friends. 



* Swift as the tempeft Fiilan ruth'd away. 
And Ryno like the lightning's vivid ray. 
The fiery youthis th' impending war declared. 
And Lochlin's fons, the found, exulting heard. 



As from the northern doaft v^hcre tempefts reign, 
Rufli the dark billows of the angry main ; 
In rapid eddies whirl the rocks around. 
And burft along the (bore with mighty found j 
So loud, fo fudden, Lochlin's warriors rofe. 
And met, undaunted, their advancing foes. 
High-towering in the van their king appeared. 
His flxong right hand the lance of battle rear'd : 

^'Vfhttt & ftdmltth ocror alis. YitQiL. 

G4 His 
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His eyes, like ftrcams of lightning valor pour*d. 
And his dark brow with ftern defiance loured. 



The furious warrior; as Fingal beheld 
In brightnefs moving thro' th' embattled field. 
To Ullin thus- he cried i — The days of old 
Rufli to my mind, as I yon chief behold ; 
Who oft with heart-felt anguifli has deplor'd 
His fifter flain by Starno*s vengeful fword. 
Still in my mind' her lov'd remembrance dwells- 
Arife, and bid him to our feafi: of fhells. 



The bard obey'd, and thus the .king addreft \ 
Fingal ipvites thee, warrior ! to his feaflr. 
To-morrow let each chief for war prepare, 
Grafp the broad fhield, and lift the^ threatning fpcar. 



To-day, returned the king, (hall Morvcn yield. 
And flain by me your monarch prefs the field : 
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« 

To-morrow (hall my feaft be Ipread around. 
While Lochlin*s foes lie breathlefs on the ground. 



If that's his choice, with fmiles Fingal replies. 
To-morrow let the warrior's feaft arife. 
Since we muft fight, and Swaran calls to arms. 
Let the fields thunder with our loud alarms. 
Thou, valiant Ofllan ! near thy father ftand : 
Gaul, lift thy dreadful falchion in thy hand. 
With ftrength, O Fergus! bend thy fatal bow j 
Fillan, thro' heaven's blue vault thy javelin throw. 
Like meteors let your pointed lances flime. 
And trace your leader thro' the pjiths of fame f 



* As found an hundred winds on Morven's fliorfe i 
As torrents from an hundred mountains roar : 



* Ac velut Edoni Borex cum fpiritus alto 
Infonat ^geo, fequiturque ad litora flujlus, 
Qim vent! incubuere> fugam ^ant nubila c»]q. 

iEn. i»i L 365. 



At, 






> 
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Ait on the whirlwind's rapid |>inions driyen^ 

S^l the dark vapors 6^c^ the front of heaven } 
So met the hofts— the tumult roar*d aloud. 

Like thunder burfting from the low-hung cloud. 

When wild, a thoufand fpirits fhriek around. 

And rocks, and (kies reecho to the founds 

c ■' ...... . • ' 

» • # » • 

Rejoicing* in the gfeatnefe 6f his might, 
FiNGAL nifli'd furious thrb' the ranks of 'fight: 
The fons of Lochlin funk beneath his force, ^ 
And death, and ruin markM the hero's cburfe. 
When Trcnmor's fpirit thus the clouds beftride^, 
And borne fablimely on the Whirlwind rides. 
The lofty foreft fhakes •, rocks wide around 
Fall headlong •, and the echoing vales refound. 
Like heaven's bright beam the youthful Ryno Ihone ; 
* Dark was tht ihrcatnirtg brow o^ Morrtl^s fon t 

• Gaul, the fon of Morni, was chief of a Tribe that long diiputed the 
preeminence with that of J*iN6At ; but they were at laft reduced to obe- 
dience by him, and G^u\ frWri ^il fcnemy bccamtf Fin gal's beft friend, 
and braveft hero. Macpherson. 
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Swift a$ the wind yaUAg Fergus chacM his Toes; 
And Fillan like a lou*ring cloud amfe« 






As ibme' huge rock that o'Ser a mountain bends, 

r 

Torn from its airy fummlt loud defcends ; 

So OfTian rufh^d to war-f AppaPd with fear. 

The foe fled trembling from my lifted fpear. 

Time had not then with liberal hand beipread 

The fnow of age upon, my hoary head : 

Thick darknefs had not cIos*d my eyes in night, ^ 

Nor fail'd thefe fcet^ nor (hook this arm in fight. 

But who our monarch^ wondrous a£t& can tdl. 
When Lochlin's fons beneath his anger fell ? 
When burning in his wrath he towcr*d along, 
AppaPd the mighty, and confum'd the ftpong!— 

From hill to hill their mournful cries rebound, 

* 

Till night advancing fpread her Ihades around. . 



As 
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As from the (houting huntfman, ftnick with fear, 
Fly,diverfe o*er the plain die timorous deer ^ 
And meeting iii the foreft's darkfome {hade. 
Shake at each breeze that whifpers thro' the glade ; 
Thus Lochlin's fcatter'd fons efcap'd from death, 
Deiponding met on Lena's dufky heath. 



Befide where Lubar rolls its winding way. 
We fit attentive to the tuneful lay. 
Neareil the foe, on his broad ihield reclin'd. 

His hoary locks flow»waving in the wind. 
Stands great FiNCAL-^He thinks on other days. 
And hears with joy his brave foriefather's praife. 
Oft on the king my Ofcar turns his eyes. 
While thoughts of glory in his bofbm rife, 
And reverential awe— The mighty man, * 
Beheld the youthful chief, and thus began-. 



Sor 
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Son of my fon belov'd ! with joy I View 

My gallant offspring deathle($ fame purfue. 

Know, that from chiefs renown'd in war, we trace 
The long-defcended honors of our race. 
Shine great in arms, as Trenmor {hone before, 

r 

And mighty Trathal, now al^s no more! 
Tho* low in earth the firft of heroes lie. 
Their names with gldry crown'd (hall never die. 
Rufh like a torrent thro* the ranks of fight, 
Confume the haughty with refiftlefs might : 
When low in duft thy mighty foes are laid. 
There check thy rage, and give the feeble aid : 
To them be mild, and gentle as the gale 
That fans the flowers, and plays along the vale. 
Such Trenmor llv'd, in peace, in war renown'd, * 
Such Trathal was, and fuch have I been found. 
To curb opprelfion (till in arms I fhine, ' 
To aid the hclplcfs, and the wfeak is mine. 



In 



I 
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In days long p^ft btfide the hilliowy main^ 
With fome few friends atAending in my traiQ» 
Ichanc'd to wande^-^-^&iUng to ourcoaft^ 
Like a light vapor oa ^^ ocean tp^ . : 
A bark ^ppear'd**-^fpii^ thence ^^lavfily i|?ai4 
Defcended fwifti her wiivifig trefl^s playM _; 
In the rude winds ; her bofom fw^J'dwith fighs^ 
And the tears trickled from her rftdtgnt ejies. 



Daughter of boaiay:! toiJdly I i^tWreft 
The weeping fair, why fwell3 thy |:>edifi?e brcaft 
Tho* not unequal'd in the ftr^ of (pears 
I lift the threafning iance^ tfao' few my years. 
Yet when xfHidion dies, my daring ibul 
No dangers terrify, nor fears controiil. 



To thee I fly, and in thy aid confide, ' 
Brave chief of Morvcn ! fwiftly (he replied ^ 



My 



f . . . .. 
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My fire, the king, whom • Craca's ifle obey^i' 

Oftimes with tran'^rt liftcn'd to my praife r 

'■•■<■- • .. . 

Cromala's hills dft heard the chie£s complain,^ 

, ■» • .. ,., • 
Who fought his dkughtct^s lovci tmd figh'd WWin : 

But Sora's king enamoured with my charrt/. 

By force would fnatch me ftottt my; father'ii! aitns : 

Dark are his brows, his foul with paffion fwells. 

The rage of tempcfts in his bofom dwellsi, 

From his purfuit I fly — Here fafely reff ; 

Dauntlefs I thus the trembling maid addreft : 

No cave fliall hide thee from the warrior's fight ; 

For know, ttiy bofoi7i,*proud in confcious might, 

Difdains to yield, and firM with glory's charms. 

Exults in danger, and the din of arms. 

Soft-ftreaming down her cheek the gufhing tear 
I vicw'd, an^ pitied Craca-s rnournfiil fain 



* One of the Shetland Iflands. 
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In terror Sooa the haplefs m^d dpies 
The bark of Sora*s chief-^the mails arife 

• . - - - 

High p*er the foaming billows, and en(broad 
Their pointed fummits in the dulky cloud. 
Swift bounds the veiTel o*er the rolUng tide ; 
Before its courfe the yielding waves divide. 



Thus I the chief addreft ; Partake ouf feaft i 
To me each ftranger is a welcome gueft. 
Nought faid the gloomy man ; his bow he drew. 
And the keeii fhaft with aim unerring flew ; 
Breathlefs (he dropt — I feiz'4 my trufty (word. 
And rufh'd enrag -d on Sora's ruthlefs lord. 
Fierce was our ftrife ! — he fell— on Morvcn's heatji 
Two tombs arife, and mark their caves of death. 



Thus did Fingal in youth fair fame acquire*, 
Thus Ofcar, a^, and emuktci fhy fire ! 

Bafe! 
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Bafely to fhun impending war aifdain. 
Nop jrufli uninjured to thehoftile plain. 
With Fillan haften to^yon wave- worn coaft. 
And with attention watch the Lochlin hod. 
Loud as the ftorms by Cona's dreams, I bear 
Tumultuous fhouts arife, and 0irieks of fear. 
Prevent their flight, for Erin's fons are flain. 
And unreveng'diie bleeding on the plain. 



Swift as dark clouds, the fpirits chariots, bear 
The fhades of heroes thro' the yielding air. 
So fwift the warriors vanifh'd from our view, " 
And o*er the plain with Ipeed impetuous flew. 



'- . 



Tall AS a rock by night, Gaul flood on high. 
And rear'd his lance far-blazing to the fky : 
When thus to Morven's king, the mighty mans 
With voice like many waters, loud began; 

ft 

H Let 
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Let all thy bards exalt their tuneful lays 
To Erin's glory, and her warriors praife. 
Sheath thou thy fword of death, from war retire ; 
Immortal honor let thy friends acquire. 
Soon as the morn fhall flream its cheerful light. 
Behold thy chieftains lab*ring in the fight. 
Such was the cuftom of thy martial line 
In former battles — ^fuch, O king ! was thine. 
Our glory withers in the fields of fame. 
And fades away before thy mightier name. 
Let me too win renown ; let Lochlin feel 
My ftrength in arms, and fink bfenfiath my fteel : 
That future bards irtiay pour the lofty ftrain 
To Gaul, the terror of th* embattled plain ! 



When thus FiNOAL^i I glory in thy fame, 
May lateft times record thy dQathlefs name \ 
When the clouds brighten with the dawhfng light, 
Brate fon of Morni ! lead my troops to fight. 



Y 
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Yet fhall FiNGAL befide his. warrior ftand. 
Left Lochlin's monarch with his numerous band 
O'erpower my friend. — Ye bards ! your voices raife. 
Pour the foft ftrain, and lull my foul to eafe — 
And, thou, lov'd fair ! to fancy's view arife. 
When dewy flecp has clbs*^d my heavy eyes ; 
If ftill regardful of thy former friends. 
Thy gentle fhade the Lochlin hoft attends ; 
If failing on the clouds, thou view'ft below 
Erin's dark rocks irife, and waters flo^kr j 
Oh ! may tby itiiigtf meet thy warrior's fight. 
And fill with joj^ the tranfi^nt dreams of night ! 



He faid, and firaight the tuneful harps around 
His mighty actions in the battle found : 
Now fwell their notes to Agandecca's praifc ; 
Nor was my name neglected in their lays. 



H 2 Oft 
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Oft have I fought, and oft my lifted fpear 
Has ftruck the fouls of mighty chiefs with fear. 
But now forlorn, forfaken, and alone. 
Dark with old age, my ftrength, my vigor flown. 
Sorrowing I mufe— no longer 1 behold 
The race of battle in the days of old : 
Unlike their fons!— But vainly I deplore 
The chiefs who now fhall fhine in arms no more f 
FiNGAL is fall'n by death's refiftlefs doom— 
The timorous roe feeds on the mofly tomb 
Of him, who was fo great !— O fire, farewel ! 
May thy lov'd fhade in endlefs plcafure dwell ? 



End of the third Book. 



ARGUMEN 
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R G U M E N 

Of the Fourth Book. 

THE aftion of the Poem being fufpended by 
night, OJftan takes that opportunity to relate his 
own aftions at the lake of LegOj and his courtfliip of 
Evirallifij who was the mother of Ofcar^ and had died 
fome time before the expedition of Fingal into Erin. 
Her ghoft appears to him, and tells him, that Ofcar^ 
who had been fent with Fillan to obferve the enemy, 
was engaged with an advanced party, and almoft to- 
tally overpowered. OJfian relieves his fon, who ac- 
quaints Fingal of the approach of the enemy. The 
king rifest calls his army together, and devolves the 
command on Gaul\ and after having charged his fons 
to behave bravely, retires to an hill, from whence he 
might have a view of the battle : The armies en- 
gage; Ofcar*s brave aftions are related-, but whilft 
he, in conjunftion with his father, conquers in one 
wing, Gaul^ who is attacked by Swaran in perfon, is 
on the point of retreating in the other. Fingal fends 
Vlliny his bard, to encourage him with a War-fong. — 
&e;^r^» prevails ; Gaul and his army are obliged to 
give way : Fingal^ defcending from the hill, rallies 
them again. Swaran defifts from the purfuit, pof- 
feffes himfelf of a rifing ground, and waits the ap- 
proach of Fingal'^ who having encouraged his men, 
gives the neceflary orders, and renews the battle. 
Cuchullin^ who with Corinal and Carril had retired to 
the cave of Turay hearing the noife, comes to the 
brow of the hill, and fees Fingal engaged with the 
€nemy. Being hindered by Connal from joining Fingal^ 
who was upon the point of gaining a complete viftory, 
he laments his own defeat, and fends Carril to con- 
gratulate that hero on his fuccefs. 
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F I N G A L. 

BOOK IV. 

* "W TT THO fccms defcending from yon hill on high, 
^ ▼ Bright as the bow that paints the ihowery (ky ? 
'Tis fair Malvina— To thy Ofcar's praife 
Shall aged Oflian tune his fo^inding lays ? 
Where Cona's waters wander o'er the plain 
We'll fit, and pour the melancholy ftrain.— 
Alas my fon ! for thee my forrows flow. 
And my heart throbs with ever-during woe. 
When {hall I ceafe to mourn, when find relitf ? 
My youth in war confum'd, my age in grief! 



* Fin GAL being afleep, and the a^lipn fufpended by night, the poet 
introduces the ftory of his courtfliip of Bviralliny the daughter of Branno. 
This Epifode is neceifary to clear up feveral paiTages that follow in the 
poem ; at the fame time that it naturally brings on the a&ion of the beok^ 
which may be fuppofed to begin about the middle of the third night from 
the opening «f the poem.— ^This book is addrefled toMalvina, the da\ighter 
of Tofcar. She appears to have been in love with Ofcar, and to have 
a^e^ed the company of the father aftejr the death of the fon. 

Macphbrson. 

Not 
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Not thus my years in forrow roll'd xvtay j 

« 

INo darknefs gathered round my rifing day : 
ISTot thus— r When Evirallin, beauteous maid ! 

My ardent love with mutual love repaid. 
J^, thoufand heroes fought the fair to gain ; 
A thoufand heroes fought the fair in vain. 
Great Cormac vainly fued— -To me alone 
Her confcious flame did Evirallin own. 



To Lego*s fable furge my courfe I bend. 
Twelve gallant warriors on my fteps attend* 
Within his hall her aged fire I fouQd) 
Branno, the Grangers friend, in arms renowned. 



Why doll thou come, the hero feid, frpm f;ar. 
And why befide thee fliand thy chiefs of war ? 
For Branno's daughter Erin's fops will rife 
In arms, and cooibat for the beauteous prize, 

H 4 Yet 
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Yet prince renown'd in many a glorious field ! 
To thee with joy the lovely maid I yield. 
Did twelve fair daughters in my palace fhine. 
Brave fon of fame ! the pleafing choice were thine. 
He gave her to my arms — what joy pofTeft 
My youthful heart, what tranfport fir*d my bread ! 



The ftately Cormac on the hills appear'd ; 
Around him feven bold chiefs their javelins rcar'd. 
There Colla, Tago fam*d in fields of blood. 
There Freftal, and the mighty Dairo ftobd : 
Tofcar, and Durra, heroes fam'd afar. 
And haughty Dala Ihook the lance of war. 



UUin and Cerdal to my aid arlfe j 

Dark Dumericcan rolls his fuUen eyes : 

^ Ogar, on Ardven's echoing hills rcnown'd, 

And generous MuUo kindles with the found. 

Fierce 
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Fierce Scelacha affumes his ponderous arm^ 
And Oglan kindles with our fierce alarms. 



Ogar met Dala on the lifted plainr- 
Dire was the ftrife ! as on the billowy main. 
When driv'p by adverfe winds the waves arifc. 
Foam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the Ikies. 
Stern Dala fell by matchlefs force fubdued ; 
My friend's bright falchion drank his vital blood. 
Nor would the valiant fons of Erin yield. 
Till flain by nrte brave Cormac prefs'd the field: 
When high in air I fliook his griefly head. 
The fierceft foe appal'd with terror fled. 



If then, when gjittering in the front of fight, 
I ftood exulting, confcious of my might ; 
The boldeft chief to check my pride had dar*d. 

And threatningj thus my future fate declared ; 

That 
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That blind and feeble I muft wear away 
The clouded eve of life's declining day : 
That chief, had funk beneath me on the plain. 
And mournM the raflinefs of his tongue in vain. 



Now died away the mulic's tunefiil founc}^ 
And Lena's gloomy heath was huib'd around : 
Th' unconftant blaft loud-ruftled thro' the wood i 
The oak's defcending leaves the plain beftrewM. 
Deeply I mufe?— When lo I * my much-lov'd fair. 
Her cloud-form'd robes (low-waving in the ^ir. 
In beauty's light arifes to my view i 
Soft-dreaming tears her pallid cheeks bedew. 
Hafte to thy Ofcar's aid, the (hadow cries. 
Seize thy t^uge lance, in founding arncis ariie ! 
Befide where Lube's i^zy waters run. 
With Lochlia's race contends thy gallant fon. 

• EVIRALLIN. 



This 
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This {aid, in darknefs her fair form fhe (hrouds, 
Diffolves in air, and mingles with thq clouds. 



I grafp'd my fpear, and feiz'd my uiaffy fliield -, 
Loud rung my armour as I crofs'd the field. 
On high I rais'd the dreadful (hour of war ; 

Which Lochlin heard like thunder from afar, 
Refounding thro' the gloom — appal'd with fear. 
The foe fled trembling from my Ofcar's (pear. 
Again to check his courfe my voice arofe : 
He heard, obey'd, and left his flying foes. 



\Vhy dofl: thou fl:op my rage ? the hero cried. 
Why is the battle to thy fon denied ? 
Arm'd in the terrors of the gloomy night. 
The fons of Lochlin wag'd th* unequal fight. 
Fillan and I their fierce attack withftood ; 
Yon winding ftream is dyed with hoftile blood. 



As 
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As driven by night's wild ftorms, the roaring main 
Rolls its black billows o*er the fandy plain ; 
So loud, fo dark, our foes in firm array. 
Along the dufky heath purfue their way. 
I've heard the fpirits fhriek, and feen on high 
Death's fiery' meteor gleam athwart the (ky. 
Let me to Morven's king thefe tidings bear ; 

Soon will our mighty fire for war prepare -, 
And like the fiin arifing in a ftorm. 
When fable clouds the front of heav'n deform. 
In burnifh'd arms will bend his furious courfe. 
And blaze deftruftion on the hoftile force. 

Tir'd with the toilfome labors of the day, 
Stretch'd on his bofly fliield the monarch lay. 
Before his view arofe the Lochlin maid, 
Down her wan cheek the tears of forrow ftray'd : 
Her face was like the vapors of the morn j 
Loofe on the winds her fliadowy robes were borne. 

Slowly 
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Slowly afcending from the rolling main. 
She bent her courfe o'er Lena's fatal plain : 
Oft from the king (be turn'd her * filent eyes, 
Wav'd her pale hand — ^when thus the warrior cries : 
Why weeps my love with heart-felt grief depreft ? 
Alas, what forrow racks thy gentle breaft ? 
Nought Ihe replied, but on the winds of night 
Afcending fwiftlyj yanifh'd from his. fight.' 
Her haplefs friends the mournful fair deplor'd, 
Deftin'd to fall beneath his vengeful fword. 
He wak'd, but ftill in beauty's charms array*d. 
To fancy's view appear'd the lovely maid. 



At length young Ofcar's founding fteps he hears, 
I Before his fight the gallant youth appears : 
O'er the dark-rolling wave the lamp of day 
Gleams faint ; his fliield reflefts the early ray. 



* Hue, illuc volvcns oculos, totumque pererrat 
Luminibus tacitis. Virgil* 
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To him the moitarch 9 Fly ouf haughty foes. 
Or dare they Ohce agaih my might oppofe ? 
But wherefore afk I ? — founding from afar. 
Loud and ftiore Ibad I hear the fhouts of war. 
Occafibri hove thy utmoft fpeed demands — i» 

Hafte, rouze my friends, and ringe my martial bands. 



Thrice did Fingal hii voice loud-thund'ring rear ; 

If 

By Cromla^s thoutitaiti^s tea^t xht timorous d6er : 

The rocks refeiindc^-^As ffon;i mountains hoar. 

In differe»t chihnel's fdainiiig torrents roar ; 

So flowM the featt^jt'd tr6ops-^As borne on high. 

The fleeting vapors fail along the fky. 

Till by the n6fthe*rn bkft cdnd^nsM, they forrti 

The ratling hail, and pbuf tht fdunduig ftorm : 

Thus all arifihg at their king's tommand. 

In thickening f ahks aroiirtd tht hero ftail'd. 

The hardy warriors at the found rejoicei 

And hear with tranfport their lov'd monarch's voice. 

Oft 
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Oft had FiKCAL to conqueft led the way. 
And ftruck oppofing troops with dire difmay ; 
Whilft his brave foldiers feiz'd the hoftile fpoils. 
The well-earn*d trophies of their martial toils. 



Come to the war, ye fons of battle ! bred 
Where wrapt in ftorms high Ardven lifts his head- 
The monaf'ch cried : Behold, Fingal retires, 
Whilft Morni's fon my friends to combat fires. 
Follow the chief in dangers imdifmay'd, 
Viftorious prove, nor feek your Leadet^s aid ; 
Then ihall the bards fcxait thdr tonefol lays. 
And crown my hero with diftinguiftiM praife.-*- 
Ye fpirits of the dead ! who, borne on high. 
Guide the loud tempcft thro* the Vaulted Iky j 
Receive my falling people to ybifr care. 
Welcome my warriors to the fields of air ! 
May winds atifpicious, o*er the watry way. 



To Morven's coaft their airy forms convpy 



; 



Then 
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Then fhall their Ihades arife before my fight. 
And fill with joy the tranfient dreams of night. 
Fillan apd Ofcar ! on the foe advance ; 
Fair Ryno ! lift on high thy pointed lance : 
Stand in the fight like Morni*s valiant heir. 
With glowing bofoms unappal'd with fear. 
Regard the chief, with force like his engage. 
Like him confume the.battle in your rage. 
If you behold fbme aged warrior low, 
Protedt him from thfe proud, infulting foe : 
Lift your broad (hields, your flaming Ipears extend. 
And think in him you fave your father's friend. 
If you, my fons ! on Lena's heath expire. 
Not long behihd you ftays your aged fire : 
Borne on the winds of heaven we'll meet on high. 
And float together thro' the liquid flcy. 



As clouds, around whofe fide the lightning gleams. 

Roll wefliward from the mornmg's fiery beams j 

So 
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So mov'd the monarch from thV advancing war: 
His polifh'd arms gleamM tcrribl^^ afar. 
Two pointed lanCes glitter'd in his hand, 
-And oft he turn'd, and eyed his martial, band,* 
His locks of age hting floating in the wind : 
Three aged bards- attending niov'd behind. 
By Cromla'sfide he wav'd his falchion's light. 
And as the h^ro wav*d, we rufh*d to fight. 



Ofcar rejoic'd, his foul with tranfport glow'd, 
Down his red cheek the tears of pleafure flowed : 
Bright in his hand the fword of battle fhone. 
And eager thus began my gallant fon : 



O Oflian, chief rcnown'd ! from war retire, 
Like thee, let Ofcar deathlefs fame acquire. 
But, if I fall beneath fome hoftile chief. 

With words of comfort footh Malvina*s grief. 

I E'en 
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E'en now perhaps her rotling eye Ihe bends 
From the fieep rock, that o'er the fca impends : 
Around her bread her hair difhevel'd flies. 
And her Jfoft bofbm fwells with frequent fighs. 
Tell her, afcending to the plains above. 
An airy fhadow thro' the (kies I rove ; 
Tell her, with joy Til meet my lovely fair. 
And guide her fpirit thro' the tracklefs air. 



Shall Oflian, I replied, from war retire. 
When glory fummons, and my foul'^s on fire ? 
This arm (hall guide thee thro' the dangerous day^ 
My friends protection, and the foes difmay. 
But if in war Imcet the hero's doom, 
Raife o'er my breathlefs corfe the mofly tomb : 
Befide me place the antlers of a deer. 
The twanging bow, keen fword, and pointed (pear. 
Mo lovely fair, if Oflian low in duft 

Extended lies, to Ofcar's care I truft : 
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r 

No fpQuie rcrnaining will my fate deplore : 
The beauteous EviralKn is no more t 



• * * * 

Such were our Words, when Morni'-s Son fifom far. 
With thundering Voice proclaim'd th' approaching War; 
Wav'd his keen Sword, and rifing in his Might, 
With Rage impetuous plung*d amid the Fight. 



The din of arms arofe, as waters roar. 
Loud-foaming, fwelling to the rocky {hore. 
Man rufli'd on man: their fhields and helms refound. 
The IplinterM javelins drew the purple ground. 
As hammers on the burning iron ring. 
When from^each blow the fiery fparkles fpring. 
So rung their arms ; and from each mighty ftroke 
The (riven fteel in fudden lightning broke. 

Like Ardven's whirlwind rulhing thro* the plain. 
The fon of Morni ftrew'd the fields with flain ; 

I 2 And, 
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\ 

And, where the might of Lochlin's king ef)gag*d» 
Deftruftion foUow'd, and the battle rag'd. 
His courfe was dreadful, as the flames that rif« 
O'er the wild wafte, fwift glancing tjiro* the (kies 
Their baleful beams — ^UnmatchM in arms I flood. 

My javelin glitter'd in the ftrife of blood- 
Well-pleasM I faw the chiefs of Lochlin fliun 
Young Ofcar*s might — my befl:, my greateft fon ] 
With terror wing'd they fled his force in vain-**- 
Dire gleam'd his falchiqn o*er th* enfanguin'd plain I 



As falling ,fl:oncs from rock to rpck rebound $ 
As axes in the echoing foreft found ; 
In broken peals as burfl:ing from on high. 
The rolling thunder fliakes the vaulted fky ; 
Our blows rcfounded — ^Death fuccecded deaths 
And our proud focS lay gafping on the heath. 



Lou( 
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Loud as on Iniftore's refounding cond 
Foams the fwpU'n main; the chief of Lochlin's hoft 
Rulh'd 'fierce on Morni's fon--^FiNGAL from far 
Beheld him burfting thro' the ranks of Mrar. 
Half from his feat the king began to rife, 
Grafp'd his huge laAc^, and roird his fiiry eyes. 
Hafte, UUin hafte, ha fwiftly cried, in§5ire 
Morni^s brave fon to emulate his^ fire : 
Let thy loud fong the warrior's foul inflame 
*With hopes of glory, and immortal fame. 



The hoary bard defcended to the plain. 

And thus began his animating ftrain. 
Leader of battle, chief renown'd afar \ 
Strong arm of death, and fbn of glorious war I 
Deftroy the foe — Let Lochliii's fons no more 

; Bound o'er the waters to their native fhore. 

\ Like thunder let thy arm their ftrength confound ; 

: Lift like a waving flame thy fword around : 
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Like lightning dart thine eyes, and on their light. 
Like death's red meteor pour thy buckler's light, 
Dcftroy ! — But Swaran cleft the warrior'a (hield \ 

Gaul ftern retired, and Morven'fled the field. 



This faw the king, and thrice |ie rear*d on high 

His mighty voice loud-echoing thro* the fky. 

\ 

Abafh'd, the warriors heard the well known found. 
And bent their glowing facts to the ground. 



As when a dufky cloud furcharg'd with rain. 
Rolls flowly-threathing o'^r the marlhy plain ^ 
Around the hills the fable vapors lour. 
And the green vale expedls* the future fhowcr ; 
So mov*d FiNGAj-.— When L<^cblin's chief furvey'd 
The king advancing to his people's aid j 
Propt on his bending fpear awhile he ftood. 
And call'd his warriors from the plain of bipod. 

To 
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To Lena's rifing heath he led his hofl:» 

# 

And viewed with grief his hopes of conquefl loft. 
As fome huge oak worn by unnumber'd years. 
And fcorch'd with fire majeftic ftill appears : 
Far o*cr the lonely ftream its boughs are fprcad. 
And the ftorms echo round its lofty head : 
Thus Swaran Ipent with toil, undaunted ftands, 
Whilfl: wide around him pour his martial bands. 



Like heaven's bright beam, amid his hoft appears 
Morven's great king, and thus his will declares. 
Unfurl my ftandards, let them rife on high, 
Sound on the winds, and glitter thro* the fky. 
Ye fons of ftreamy Morven, fam'd afar ! 

I Awhile attend your leader of the war. 
Let Morni's fon, and Connal meet my fights 

I And Ofc4r doom'd to fhine in future fight : 

k 

I Before my view let dark-hair'd Dermid ftand. 
And mighty Oflian hear his fire's command. 

I 4 t\s^ 
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The king's extended ftandard high we rear'd j 

Embofs'd with gold the glittering Aaff appeared. 
Each hero's foul exulted as it flew. 
Wide o'er the (ky far-blazing to the view •, 
Like the pare azure of th' ethereal plain, 
Deck'd with the radiant mpon, and iiari-y train. 
Their gaudy banners all his chiefs difphy v 
Their tropps around them ftand in firm array. 



Behold the fcattiePd foe, ow monarch cried. 
Like broken clouds they on the heath divide ; 
Or woods confum'd by lightning ; when above 
The meteor glimmers thro' the fliajtter'd grovtr. 
Let each brave leader with his marfhal'd powers^ 
Seleft fome tropp that on the mountaio lottt-Sw 
Soon Ihall yon hoft your matchlefs valor feel. 
And fink beneath my friends avenging fteel. 



Lano' 
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Lano's feven chiets, cried Gdui^ my &xce fhall IHun, 
Or fall beneath the arm of MornPs fon. 

The king of Iniftorc my Ofcar chofe. 
And Connal dar'd.Inifcori^s prince oppofe. 
Fierce Dermid cried j or Modan** chiefs or 1, 
Shall breathlefs: on the plain of Uliin lie* • 
I vow'd to make the king of Terman yield 
To me the glorious cx)nqueft of the field. 



When thus FiNGALs Succefs my chiefs attend! 

s 

May Lochlln's fons beneath yoar prowcfs bend ! * 
To meet their hat^hty leader I prepare, 
A chief deferving of your niooareh's fpear. 



Now, like an hundred winds that roar on high, 
And thro' an hundred different vallies fly ; 
Our troops dividing, fwiftly pour'd around : 
Their founding footfleps (hook the echoing ground. 

* Daughter 
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* Daughter of Tofcar ! how can I relate 

« 

The ftrife of heroes fir'd with mutual hate ? 

As banks before thfe rapid torrent yield. 

Beneath our fury Lochlin prefs'd the field. 

Each chief his vow performed ; their blood diftsun'd 

Our beaming arms, and wild deftru£tion reign'd. 



O thou ! whofe fwelling bofom, lovely fair ! 
Can with the fmoothly-failing fwan compare ; 
When on her plumes the winds obliquely blow. 
And gently float around her breaft of fnow !. 
Oft haft thou feen the ruler of the day 
Defcending flowly glance his ruddy ray. 
Ere night's dark (hades involve the hills around. 
And whiftling ftorms at intervals refound : 
iSoon thro' the du(ky air the lightning gleams, 

The (hades of heroes mount the vivid beams : 
* 

* MaLVINA; 

Loud 
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Loud thunder roars oh high : defceoding rain 
Swells the rude ftream, and fhakes the founding plain-^ 
Thus the fields echoed to our loud alarms ; 
Thus wide around us flam'd our iplchdid arms* 



Daughter of Tofcar ! why thefe mournful fighs ? 
Say, why with forrow ftream thy radiant eyes ? 
Let Lochlin*s maids their flaughter'd chiefs deplore, 
Thofe haplcfs chiefs, who fliine in arms no more !— 
If thou wilt weep, on me thy tears beftow, 

* 

On me, with age grown blind, and funk with woe ! 
Fairn are my friendis, and Oflian pants in vain 
To mix with heroes in the martial plain t 



Beneath Fingal an hoary warrior lies 
Groveling in duft •, his faint, expiring eyes ' 
He rolls on MorVen's king, — Is this thy meed. 
The monarch cried, beneath my arm to bleed ? 

OftimAi 
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Oftimes hs^ thou my haplefs fur d^lor*d. 

Who fdl bencith hfer father's rer^fel fword: 
Againft the ruthlefs chief thy wmh airofe ^ 
A conftant foe to Ag^ndecca's foes« 
O'er thy pale cprfe the mofly ftone V\l raife. 
And tJlIin's lofty voice fhall ibund thy praife. 



In Cromla's cave, loud-echoing from afar, 
Cuchullin htard the tumult of the war : 
Connal and Carril near the chief appeared. 
Each* in his hand hit afpen javdin rear'd. 
From far they faw the hoft ci Locblin yield 
To Morven's Tons the conqueft of the field. 
The tide of battle pour'd along the plain ^ 
As when by ftorms impelPd^ the raging main 
Rolls its fwolFn billows on the founding fhores^ 
Burfts o'er the rocks, and thro* tho valley totxs. 



Fir'd 
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Fir'd at the iight, behold Cuchullin rife t 
The falchion glitter in his hand i his eyes 
With indignation flame on Erin's foe^ 
And anger darkens his contradUd brow. 
Thrice ftrore the chief to rulh into the plain. 
Thrice did Kis pru^i^t friends hi^ r^ reftrain.' 

The fiery warru;>rf Connal thus addreft. 
And calni*d the rifing fury of his breaft ; 
Seek not to iharc the jg^ory of thy friend, 
Conqi^eft snd honor on h» fteps>ttend. 
Behold him in the greatnefs of his mighc 
Rufh like a tempeft thro* the ranks of fight. 

Cuchullin thus replied ; To Morven's lord. 
Thou, Carril, bear thy Ifeadei^s beamy fword : 
For I; alas ! delerve no more to meld 
The arms of heroes in the marihal'd field. 

When 
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When Lochiih falls, as roaring ftreantis decajr 
The tempeft paft, to him exalt thy lay. 
Yc fouls of mighty warriors ! now no more, 
Ye ghofts of Cromla ! your fall'n chief deplore J 
In Tura*s lonely cave wth nie complain. 
And raife around the melancholy ftrairi I! 
No more fliall I renown'd in battle ftand. 
Or fhine among the mighty of the land; 
My fame is tranfient as the lightning's gleam. 
Or vapors fading to the morning beam. 
Ceafe, Connal ceafe ! thy vain attempt give o*cr 5 
The charms of glory fire my foul no more. 
Talk not of arms— -In Tura's cell I'll clofe 
Life's clouded eve, and feck in death repofe. 
And thou, Bragela, much-lov'd fair, adieu ! 
Thy vanquifli'd chieftain thou no more (halt view ! 



End of the fourth Booh 



( "7 ) 



ARGUMENT 



Of /i^ F I F T H B o o k; 



Y^ON NAL comforts CucbuUin. — Fingal and 
Swarm meet ; the combat defcribed : Swaran 
is overcome, and delivered as a prifoner to the care 
of OJ/kn and Gaul. The Epifode of Orla^ a chief 
of Locblm, who was mortally wounded in the 
battle, is introduced. JF/;/^^/, touched with his 
death, orders the purfuit to be difcontinued : Call- 
ing his fons together, he is informed that Ryno^ 
the youngefl of them, was killed. He laments 
his death, hears the ftory oi Lamderg and Gelcbojfa^ 
and returns towards the place where he had left 
Swaran. Carrilj who had been fent by CucbuUin tO' 
congratulate Fingal on his vidory, comes in the 
mean time to Offian. The converfation of the two 
Bards clofes the adion of the fourth day. 
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FIN G A L 

BOOK V. 

Y Cromla^ airjrfkJc the warriors .ftood^ 
And from afar the furious conflidl: view'd.' 
At length the prudent Connal filexKp broke. 
And thus to Erin's chief in pity fpoke : 




Why does thy foul to gloomy forrow yield ? 
Behold our friends vi^brious in the field T 
How many heroes by thy prowefs flain, 

• 9 

Have funk beneath thee on*th*enfangujn*d plain ! 
How often haft thou met Bragcla's fight. 
With glory crown'd returning from the fight ! 
While to her ears thy bards exalted lays 
Have fang thy fame, and eternized thy praife ! 



Lo! 



(' 129 ) 

Lo ! where from Morven*s king whole troops retire— 
Bright flame his arms like heaven's defcending fire. 
Dire is his courfe ; ♦ like torrents fwolPn with rain. 
Tumultuous foaming o'er the wafted plain ; 
Or ftorms that thro* the v^le confufion fpread. 
And rend the fbreft from the mountain's head. 
Bleft are the people, happy is the land. 
Where thou, brave monarch ! haft fupi:emc command. 
How dire thy rage when hoftile troops advance ! 
What numbers fall by thy confuming lance ! 
But yet in peace how gentle is thy fway ! 
Confenting thoufands thy behefts obey, 

Pleas'd when conimanded — whilft in fields of fame, 
Embattled armies tremble at thy name ! 
But who from far, confiding in his force. 
Drives on Fingal the thunder of his courfe ? 



t I 
1 



torrentis aquae, v»l turbinis aul 



More»fluea8. ■ ■ ■ ■ . ViitoiL. 

K Whtv 
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Who, but the mighty Swani[n^ dares ^^ithftand 
The king of Morven*s wide-deftroying hand? 
As when two powerful fpirits ftritre to gain 
Supreme dominion 6'ef the fpaeious main 5 
Sdme huntci: from a diftant hillefpieS 
The clouds advancing, thro* the darkened lkif» j 
He hears from far the ftrength of ocean roar^ 
And views the- waves burft foaming on the fhore. 



He faid ; and now the chiefs with dire alarms 
Met furious— loudly ring their burnilh'd arm&.^ 
As when with fire intenfc the furnace glows^ 
And widely echoes to the founding blows.^ 
Shorn are their towering helms— ^in fparkles flie» 
The riven fteel— with fury flame their eyes. 
From the ftrong mail their pointed fpears rebound. 
And the cleft bucklers glitter on the ground. 
Each to the earth his batter'd falchion threw-. 

And on his foe with rage redoubled flew. 

The 



( «3' ) 

They both i*kh ardent hopes of conq^ieft glow^ 

And firmly plant their mighty limbs below. 

But when their ftrehgth arofe in all its pride. 

They tugg'd, they ftrain'd, they turned from fide to fide : 

The (hnibs uprooted in wild ruin lay, 

r 

The hillocks ihopk, the tottering rocks gave way. / 
At length, for all to Morven*s king niuft yield. 
Great Swaran fell extended on the field. 



Thus have I ieen, when fwoll'n by fudden fiiowers^ 
Cona's dark torrent thro' the valley pours, 
(Thy dreams, O Morven ! I behdld no more. 
Thy ruflet plains, and billow-beaten fliore !) 
Two ftrong bas'd mountains with their w.aving woods. 
And craggy rocks, mov*d by the rufhing floods. 
Loud-thundering fall^-rthe hills, the vales refound. 
And the huge ruin ftretches wide around. 



When 



( 132 ) 
When thus Fingai. -, I truft to Oflian's care< 
And my brave friend, old Momi*s valiant heir. 
The far-fam'd leader of the Lochlin hoft, 
Strong as the waves that roar around his coaflr. 
Ye generous chiefs ! his penfivc fteps attend, 
And footh the woes of Agandecca*s friend. 
My youthful fons ! purfue the flying foe. 
Lift the keen fword, and bend the fatal bowi : 
That Erin may fecure from danger reft. 
Nor Lochlin's hoft henceforth its peace moleft. 



As lightning fwift, impatient of delay, 
0*er Lena's heath they bent their rapid way : 
But moving on majeftically flow. 
As clouds roll threatening o'er the vale below. 
With thunder charg'd, ftrode Morven's mighty lord- 
Dire as the meteor's blaze, his deathful fword 
Gleam*d o'er the duflcy. heath — In wild aflright 

The foe fled trembling from' the dreadful fight. 

B 



( i'33 ) 

1 

r 

By Lubar's ftream, of ipirit unfubdued, 
RcfoIvM on death the gallant Orla ftood. 



Why does yoii chief, the king of Morvcn cried. 
Stand by the rolling wave in gloomy pride. 
As vapors from the foaming torrent rife. 

And fpread their fable banners o'er the fkies ?— 

« 

Like fome huge pine that on the heath appears. 
In his ftrohg hand the mighty lance he rears. 

« 

Say, do thefe eyes a friend or foe behold ? 
Thy fhield is ample, thy demeanor bold. 



To him the chief 5 From Lochlin's coaft I came, 
Nor weak this arm, nor yet unknown to fame. 
Has Orla liv'd— but now I view no more 
My much-lov'd confort, or my native Ihore. 



Yield, valiant youth ! the monarch made reply, 
Nor with unequal force my might defy f 

K 3 Foes 
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Foes ft and not in my prefence j jbut renown'd 
My heroes live, with deathlefs glory crowned. 
Partake the feaft with our vidorious hoft, 
And chace the rapid deer on Morven's coaft. 



When Orla thus ; In glorious arms to fliine, 
. T' oppofc the ftrong, and aid the weak .is, mine, 
Still flam'd this fword unequaPd in the fight ; 
Let Morven's monarch yield to Orla's might. 



To him FiNGAL ; In arms I never yield 5 
Conqueft ftill follows where I tread the field. 
If thou wi^t fight, from yonder martial train 
Scleft fome chief, and dare him to the plain. 



Does Morven'^ king, indignant he replied, 
With taunting words my force in arms deride ? 
Thou, only Thou art worthy tooppofe 
This fatal lance, of all my numerous foes. 



I 
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If flain by thee I fall^ for ibon or kte 

The brave' muft d^, the gfje^ fubmit to fate ! 
On high let OfU's ftately tombafcend, 
And to my i^ufc this inaffy fal<:hion fend. 
With this, my generous confort fhall infpire 
Her youthfvd foa to em«late his fire. 
This beaming fword fhall his bold foul inflame 
To live with glory crown'd, 01 die with fame. 



Why doft thou call, the hoary king repliefi. 
The tears of fbrrow to my aged eyes ? 
Heroes muft fall !*^Their children (hall efpy 
Their ruft- worn armiour .ufekls hang on high. 
But Orla's tomb fhall rife — thy beaming fword 
Thy fppufc fhall view, jand mourn her haplefe lord, 



Orla with^ood the moRorcVs force in vain j 
Fincal's. bright i^ghipnckh hit ihield in twain. 

K 4 Swift 
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Swift on the ecohing earth with thundering found 

It fell— the fragments glitter'd wide around : 
Thus faintly fhines the moon's refledted light 
With trembling luftre on the ftream erf night. 



With feeble voic« he thus the king addreft ; 
Lift thy keen fword, and plunge it in my breaft. 
My timorous friends are fcatter'd o'er the plain ; 
Wounded and helplefs I alone remain. 
Belide where Loda rolls his rapid flood^ 
While the blaft ruftles thro' the leafy wood, • 
My lovely confort (hall with forrow hear 
Her Orla's fate, and drop the tender tcan 



• 



Ne'er, cried the monarch, by this fatal hand, 
Shalt thou, brave warrior 1 prcfs a foreign land. 

On Loda's fedgy banks^ from war reftor'd, 

• • • • • ■ . . 

Thy lovely fpoufe ihall greet her gallant lord. 

Wha 
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What heart-felt joy, what tranlport will infpire 

t 

The tender bofom of thy hoary fire. 

To hear thy voice ! — ^Tho' darknefs veils his eyes. 

He'll at the found with eagernefs arife. 

And fcirching with his aged arms, enfold 

That fon, he canriot with his eyes behold. 



Alas ! exclaimed the chief, he*ll fearch in vain ; 
The haplefs Orla falls on Lena's plain. 

« 

Heroes of dift^nt kflds my tomb will raife. 
And bards of foreign climes proclaim my praifc. 
Beneath this belt my wound of death's confin'd. 
And thus, behold, I give it to the wind ! 



From this deep wound faft flow'd the vital blood— 
Awhile in filent woe the monarch ftood ; 
Then call'd his youthful fons, and thus expreft 
The tender feelings of his generous breaft. 

Far 



Far from the Ignd where Loda's waters roUy 
Far from the much-lov'd confQrt of hi^ foul, 
Tho' low in duft the gallaxJt Qtlz Jie5, 
Let to his fame the ftatcly tomb ari|c. 
His fpoufe will we^p— the ^ble arm will ftrain 
To bend the herp's (lubborn bow in v^n^i 
His faithful dogs ihall lift their howling voice. 
And frqe fropi fear the m(ky i}par$ t^QiWl. 
Mourn, mourn yc youths ! .die #i:m of war .deplore. 
The great is fairri, t;hf fliighty b HP mQX^ ! 
Exalt the yoioe, tfhe \mi^ loud-fpHnding hlow^ 
Recall my warriors fro^i the vanquij^'d j^. 
Fillan and Ofcar ! fly ac^s ftbe hepth, 
And Ryno, ftop th* infatiate rage of death ! 
Spcaiis^npt my (on ?-^--once fpremofl: tofvi).^ 
The didtates of his ^ged ni^narch's wilL 



Sage Ullin thy^;rgpU^ ; ,By ^Lpcblin tJiin, 
•HI3 brcathlefs body refts on Lena's plain : 



His 
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' His gallant fpirit mounts th' etherial fky. 

And joins his fathers awful forms on high; 



And is my fon, exclaimM the qionarch^ low ? 
Once fam*d in war to bend the fatal bow ! — - 
The cloud cf death has veiled t!iy rifing day ! 
But fcarcely known— ^forever fnatch'd away ! 
Soft be thy flecp on Lena's gloomy plains . 
Not long behind thee fliall thy fire remain. 
My lofty voice jnufl: foon forget do found. 
Nor will my footfteps on the heath be found. 
Yet, fliall my fame furvive to lateft days. 
And future ages will procUim my praiie. 
But thou art low indeed ! — ^Death's fatal doom 
Has nipt thy glory in its vernal bloom. 
No more Finqal fliall guide thee thro' the fight, 
Or teach thee how to fpecd the arrow's flight. 

■ 

Soon is thy rapid race of glory run-— 
^yno, farewel— farcwcl my lovely fon !— 



Harcaow\Q\i\ 
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Harmonious UUin, pour the founding lay. 
And praife the youth untimely fnatch'd away : 
Oh ! tell, what Ryno would have prov'd, had fate 
Allow'd the hero but a longer date. 



He faid ; his manly bofom throbs with woe. 
While down his cheek the tears of forrow flow. 
Strong was his fon, and dreadful in the fight. 
Like fire wide-blazing thro* the clouds of night; 
When ftiatter'd oaks beftrew the burning ground. 
And the lone traveler trembles at the found. 



The king began 5 O tTUin ! fkilPd to raifc 
The tuneful fong to our forefathers praife. 
Beneath yon mofs-grown ftones that I behold. 
Reft fome fam'd warriors in the days of old ? 
If fo, befide them in the dreary grave 
My fon Ihall flcep — a neighbour of the brave : 

With 
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With them Ihall mount the rolling clouds, that bear 
Their mighty ihades along the tracklefs air. 



Here Lamdcrg reds in peace, the bard replies, 

t 

t 

Here his proud foe, the haughty * Ullin lies. 
Oh ! fay, what beauteous fpirit; pafles by ? 

r 

The airy form glides fwiftly thro* the fky— 

*Tis fair Gelchofla— To obtain thy love, 

A thoufand gallant warriors vainly ftrove : 

But when with ardent vows brave Lamderg came, ) 

Thy gentle bofom felt a mutual flame. 



To Sclma's halls from many a well-fought field 
The chief returned, and ftruck his moony fhield. 
Whither alas ! is my Gelchoffa fled ? 
(Thus to his friend the worid'ring hero faid) 



* It is rather unfortunate tbat fo many of Oflian^s heroes (hould have 
fimilar names,— We have thice or four Cairbars 5 (one mentioned in this 
Epifode, whoy as he conduces nothing to the action, I have taken the liberty 
of omitting :} Two UUins, two Cormacs^ two Fergus's* two Grumals^ 
«b4 two Connals. 

In 
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In Selma*s halls I left my lovely fair. 
Ere fierce Ulfadda funk beneath my fpcar. 
She charged me to return with tearful eyes. 
And her white bofom fwell'd with frequent fighs* 
But now no more flie meets her warrior's fight. 
To footh my. foul returning from the fight • 
No fkilful bard exalts the lofty drain : 
Mute is the hall where pleafure wont to reign. 



The fon of Aidon thusj Thro* Cromla's groves, 
GelchofiTa with her fair attendants rov«» 
Perchance on ^Lena's heath fiie bends her bow, 
Or drives along the plain the timorous roe. 



Alas ! (he follows not, the chief replied^ 
The bounding deer by Cromla's woody fide : 
No fcpiits on Lena's duflcy heath arife : 
No roe before the panting greyhound flies. 



She 



( M^ ) 
She comes ndt, lovely as the lamp af nighty 
That Ikirts the wandcrmg clouds with fleecy light; 
When its mild luftre a'er the ether ftreams. 
And the dark mountain brightens with the beams* 
♦ AUad, with wifdom crown'd,^ and length of daj^i 
May tell me where ihy lov'd Gelchofla ftrayi* 



The fon of Aidon fought the aged man, 

« 

And thus fubmiflively the chief began : 

Oh thou ! who in the hollow rOek dcrfl dwells 

Where circling ftones furround thy lonely cell, 

Before whofe- fight ideal forms arife^ 

Oh! fay, what^ifions faw thine aged eyes? 



Ullin I faw, the hoary AUad cried. 
Like a black cloud defcend from Cromla's fide. 



* AUad is plainly a Druid \ He is called the fon of the rock from hit 
dwelling in a cave $ and the circle of ftones here mentioned is the pale of 
the Dniidical temple.— From the Druids, no doubt camt the ridiculout 
notion of tlie fecond fighty which prevailed m the'Hi)ghlandf and Ifies. , 

, Macfherson. 



Ixv 
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In arms he ftrodc, and rais'd the dreafdful fongV 
Loud as a ftorm the leaflefs woods along. 
Before Gclchoffa the fierce warrior came. 



And caird with threatning voice on Lamderg's name. 
She thus returnM \ Alas ! in diftant lands 
The chief of .Cromla^res his ttiarlial bands : 
He fhines unequalM in the fields of fight. 
Fly from his rage, nor dare fuperior might. 

Three days by Cromla, fternly lie replied. 
Shall UUin clad in glittering mail abidtf/ * 
Then if he comes^ this ftrong ri^ht hand fliall prove, 

\ ■ 

Who beft deferves the fair Gelcho(6^s Idve : ^' ^ 
But if the warrior his return delay, 

» 

My beauteous prize Til to my halls convey. 



When Lamderg thus ; May thee no ills moleft. 

Nor aught difturb the yifions of thy reft. 

He 



.( 'U5 ) 
He faid, and like a tenipeft rufli'd along ; 
♦"Loud as a^ torrent was his lofty fong. 
Like fonie dark doud before the rifiiig ftorm^ 
That flowljr varies to the winds its form. 
On Cromla's brow h^e flood— -a rock he flung . 
Pron^cfown the ftcep-^tliic hijls, the vallies rung. 
The fign of battle haughty Ullin heard, 
Graip'd his ftrong javelift, arid for fight prcpar'd i 
Sternly he fmiPd,; and fir'd with proud difdain. 
In blazing arms ftipt fiftrious o'er the plain. 

Gelchofla faw him Cromla's height afcQnd,^ 
As rifmg inifts aroimd the mountain bend* 



■n 



• Mr. Macpherfbn tranflates this paffage— »** He bummed a furlj fong Uki 
**'tbe noife of a falling fir earn, ''''-^KiiA in the 4th book, Oflian « hums d 
** a fong tbatfeem^d to tbe enemy like diftant /i&tt«^r,"— Intending (I fup-^ 
pofe) by it a doleful and indiftin6): found. Probably th6 ancient Cale- * 
dbnians had a funilar cuftom to tkat of the Germans 5 " m)hQy in their 
" lAjar-fongSf ftudied a harjhfmnd ivith a broken and unequal murmur^ and 
" therefore applied their fhields to their mouths^ that the lioice by rebounding 
** mighffniffell with greater fulnefs andforce,'^ ♦ 

T^icitus de Moribus Qemianonun. 

I. -Silent 
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Silent and fad the fair his courfc purfued. 
And from afar the furious conflid view*d.— 
But why to thee, brave monarch ! Ihould I tell 
How wrathful heroes fight ?— ftern Ullin fell. 



With pallid cheek, and arms diilain'd with bloody 
Before his love the mighty Lamderg ftood. 
Whence flows this purple ftrcam ? GelchoflSi cries— 
'Tis Ullin's gore— th* expiring chief replies ; 
Here let me reft— He faidj and on the ground 
Sunk breathlefs— life came ifliiing thn>' the wound 



And art thou fallen ? the fair Gelchoffa cried— 
Three days Ihe mourn'd, in forrow pin*d and died. 
Beneath thefc ftones o*eT-grown with mofs, is laid 
Clofe by the warrior's fide, the h^plefs maid. 



He ceas'd i and thus Fingal his friends addreft; 

Here fliall my fon, my lovely Ryrfo reft. 

Hither 
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Hither be Orla brought, who held command 
Where Loda's waters lave the verdant land. 
Brave youths ! deferving of a longer date. 
Your merits equal, and the fame your fate ! 
Awhile they flourifh*d ; like two lofty trees. 
That tower in air, and ruftle to the breeze 5 
But when the ftorms along the heath refound, 
Sudden they fall, and wither on the ground. 
Daughters of Morven ! loud lament my fon. 
My lovely Ryno is forever gone ! 
Ye maids of Lodua ! Orla's fate deplore. 
The gallant Orla fhines in arms no more f 
Oh Ofcar ! aft like them — tho* few their days. 
Their names fhall flourifh with eternal praife. 
Like them, diftinguilh'd in the battle fhine. 
But may a longer, happier life be thine ! 
And when the days of war and danger ceafc. 
Be calm as Ryno in the hour of peace : 

La Like 



' . . 
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Like the gay bow arch'd o'er the mifty ftrcamsi 
"When from the caft of heaven, the parting beams 
With trembling luftre on the mountain play. 
And pleafing filcnce crowns the eve of day. 
Reft, reft my fon ! for vainly I bewail 
Thy early fate— we too like thee muft fail I 



Such were thy words, O king ! when Morven gave 
The youthful Ryno to the filent grave. 
Such was thy grief — But what muft Offian^s be^ 
Who now my mighty fire no longer fee ? — 
No more on Cona founds thy voice afar : 
No more I hear the ruler of the war— 
FiNGAL is fall'n ! and ruftling thro* the leaves. 
The defert's blaft my liftnijig ears deceives — 
Dark on his tomb 1 reft with tearful eyes : 
I feel it with my hands^— my forrows rife ! — ' • 



Befide 
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Befide where Lubar's tnazy waters run, 
I fate with Gaul, and Starno*s gloomy fon : 
To plcafe the fuUen king I ftrove in vain, 
Tun'd the loud harp, and pour'd th* enlivening ftrain. 
As oft dark Lena's fatal heath he viewM, 
I faw his wrath arife, and grief renew'd. 



I turn'd my eyes to Cromla's mofly brow, 
And faw CuchuUin to the plain below 
Slowly defcend — ^forrow and joy his mind 
'Alternate held — fage Connal mov'd behind. 
From far the herpes polifli*d armour gleams. 
And calls around the fun's refleded beams. 
They fink behind the hill : as in the night, 
Two flaming pillars of ethereal light, 
Drlv'n by the winds along the mountain fly. 
And flowly vanifli in the troubled fky. 
Now in his lonely cave, whilfl: wide around 
The hoarfe ftreams murmur, and the winds refound, ' 

L 3 Befide 
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Befide an oak, that o*er the river bends 
Its age-worn trunk, and wide its boughs extends, 
CuchuUin refts — o'erwhelm'd with grief and fhame, 
He mourns his battles loft, his withered fame. 
His glory vanilh'd, like as mifts decay- 
In Cona's vale before the blaze of day. 
Nor can thy fair Bragela bring relief. 
To footh thy fouU and check the rage of grief. 
Tho' ftic at diftance dwells, to fancy's eyes 
May her lov'd image in thy prefence rife 1 
May that the anguilh of thy mind controul. 
And ftill the grief that preys upon thy foul ! 



But lo ! the fon of harmony appears. 
The hoary bard renown'd in other years— 

# 

Hail aged Carril, venerable fire ! 
With voice delightful as the tuneful lyre. 
That founds in Tura*s echoing halls the praifc 
Of mighty heroes fam'd in ancient days : 



Pleafing, 
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Plcafing, as when the fun with gentle Ihowers 
Blends his bright rays, and opes the budding flowers* 



When thus the bard 5 O Oflian, chief renown'd ! 
Thou beil canft r^fe the foul-enchanting found. 
The days of old my memory recalls ; 
How oft in Branno*s widdy-echoing halls, 
Together we have pour*d our tuneful lays, 
And fung the beauteous Evirallin*s praife. 
Oft has thy lovely confort joined with thine 
Her voice fweet-founding in the ftrain divine. 
Of Cormac's fate (he fung, and oft deplor'd 
The chief who fell ^beneath thy conquering fword. 
In vain for love thy gallant rival fued. 
Yet foft compaffion all her foul fubdued. 



Alas my friend ! I cried with ftreaming tycSf 
In the dark grave my Evirallin lies— • 

L 4 Pierce 
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Pierce not this bofbm with the fliafts of woe^ 
Nor bid the ufelefs tears of forrow flow.. 
Here fit, O bard ! thy voice harmonious raife. 
Soft as the gale that thro* the valley plays j 
When to the hunter's dream, in robes of light, 
Defcending fpirits meet his raptur'd fight ; 
Their Ihadowy harps, and airy forms appear. 
While founds melodious ftrike his liftning ear. 



End of the fifth Book. 
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ARGUMENT 



Of the Sixth Book: 



NIGHT comes on — Fingal gives a feaft to 
his army, at which Swdran ij prefent. The 
king commands Ullin^ his bard, to give the fong 
of peace. Vllin relates the aftions of Trenmor^ 
great grandfather to Fingal, in L^^M«, and his 
marriage with the fifter of a king who was anccftor 
to Swaran : Which confideration, together with 
that of his being brother to Agandecca^ with whom 
FxNGAL was in love in his youth, induces the king 
to releafe him, and permit him to return into 
Lochlin with his army. The night is fpent in fet- 
tling Swaran^s departure, in fongs pf the bards, 
and in a converfation, in which the ftory of Grumal 
is introduced by Fingal. — Morning comes, Swaran 
departs, — Fingal goes on a hunting party, and 
finding Cuchullin, comforts him, and fets fail the 
next day for Morven. — This concludes the Poem, 
the aftioh of which fcarcely takes up fix days. 
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BOOK VI. 

IGHT o*cr the iky her fhadowy mantle fpread ; 
The clouds dark-rolling vcird the mountain's 
head : 
The ftars with fpledor deck'd th' ethereal plain^ 
Their pale beams glittered o*cr the fable main. 
Faintly-refounding in the diftant wood 
The winds were heard — ^But o'er the plain of blood 
Deep filence reign'd : fave where the rocks around 
Refponded foft to Carril's tuneful found. 
Of ancient times he fung, of heroes bold, 
Renown'd for prowefs in the days of old : 



Borne on the blaft the warriors Ipirits came, 
Attentive, liftning to their former fame. 



Bleft 
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Bleft be thy foul, Q Bard ! now rapt on higb» 
The winds light pinion^ waft thee thro* the iky. 
Come to my halls — ^forfaken and alone. 
There Offian pours his unavailing moan. 
Oft to my foul thy fpirit gladnefs brings, 
When thy light fingers touch the trembling ftringi. 
"With joy, my friend ! J hear the feeble founds 

But roll in vain my fightlefs orbs around. 
O Carril ! footh my heart-confuming grief. 
And with kind converfe give my foul relief— 
When ihall thofe eyes, now wrapt in gloomy night. 
Behold my brave affociates in the fight ? 
But far away the winds thy fpirit bear. 
And the blaft whittles thro' my hoary hair. 



On Mora's heath the feafts of joy arife ; 
A thoufand oaks fhine blazing to the Ikies : 
Content and pleafure in each bofom fpring, 
In all, but Lochlin's foul-tormented king : 



K^ 
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He views dark Lena from the mountain's fide. 
And forrow reddens in his eyes of pride. 



FiNGAL, reclining on his ample fhield. 
Beheld the warrior mourn the fatal field : 
His. hair, that glitter'd to the moqn's pale light, 
Hung lightly-waving on the wind of night. 
He thus began ; Since war and difcord ceafe. 
Melodious UUin, raife the fong of peace ! 
Let every bard aflume his tuneful lyre, 
And the vex*d mind with joyful thoughts infpire ; 
That our brave foe, depreft with grief no more. 
May quit in pleafure Erin's fatal fhore. 
In me th* oppreft a fore proteftor find. 
I aid the weak, and cheer th* afflidted mind. 
Oh Ofcar ! when oppofing hofts advance> 
Dire is the Jightning of my lifted lance : ' 
But when v^y foes fubmit, and battles ceafe. 
My anger dies — my falchion flecps in. peace. , 



Sage. 
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Sage UUin rais'd the fong : O'er Morven's land. 
When mighty Trenmor held ftrpreme, command ; 
In queft of glory, with a chofen train, 
He faird undaunted thro* the ftormy main. 
At length before his long-expefting eyes 
He faw the rugged rocks of Lochlin rife -, 
And its vaft woods with mifly vapors crown'd, 
Projedting wide a dreary fhade around. 
The chief defcended on the fandy fhore, 
Traversed the <vilds, and fought the mighty boar, 
Whpfe flrength, fofame had told, and matchlefs rage. 
The boldeft heroes trembled to engage. 
But Trenmor's deathful lance with force impeird. 
Transfixed his tufky foe — Three chiefs beheldj 
As thro* the gloomy wood they bent their way. 
Where ftretchM in duft the breathlefs favage lay : 
And told their monarch, how in armour bright. 
Like fome huge pillar of ethereal light, 

The 
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The mighty ftranger ftood. — A fplcndid feaft 
Their king prepared, and haiL'd his royal gucft. 
On the third morn he to the warrior gave 

4 

♦ The choice of combat, as befits the brave. 
To Trenmor's might the fons of Lochlin yield 
The well-difputcd honors of the field. 



The fourth grey morn arofe ; the early ray 
GIeam*d o'er the hills, and chacM the douds away. 
The hero parted from his generous hoft. 
And fought his veflel on the fea-beat coaft. 
From far he heard the winds propitious rife. 
And faw the foreft waving in the Ikies. 



Before him ftands a youth, fupremely fair. 
With rofy check, and light-defcending hair : 

* This paflage bears a great refemblance to the ancient cuftoras of 
knight-errantry, when thofe adventurers, to /hew their ftrength and dex- 
terity, exercifed themfelves in Tilts and Tournaments. 

Gay, 
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Gay, poliih'd arms his beauteous frame adorn. 
His eyes roll brightly like the radiant morn; 
He thus began ; Ah, why does Trenmor fhun 
The ftrife of fame with aged Lonval's fon ? 
This iword has often laid the valiant low. 
And war-fam*d heroes fliun my fatal bow. 



To him the monarch s Can thy tender years 
Engage with heroes in the ftrife of fpears ? 
Hence, "with thy darts empierce the bounding roes. 
But dare not, gentle youth ! my might' oppofe. 



Ne'er will I quit thee, fwiftly he replied^ 
Till thy bright falchion glitters by my fide. 
Fair maids, ^ with love infpir'd, his name fhall found. 
Who ftretch*d great Trenmor breathlefs on the ground : 
Amidft applauding thoufands high Til rear. 
Far blazing to the fun, thy mighty fpear. 

Unhappy 



/^ 



I 
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Unhappy youth ! incens'd, the king rejoin'dj 
How vain the hopes of thy prefumptuous mind \ 
This Ipear, which now thy idle words demand. 
Shall ftretch thee breathlefs on thy native land. 
Thy mother, as fhe treads the fatal fhore. 

Shall find her fon, pale, welt'ring in his gore ; 
And view my diftant fhip with ftreaming eyes. 
Light- bounding o'er the fwelling billows rife. 



He calmly thus returned ; Unus*d to wield 
The warlike lance, or lift the mafly fhield. 
Is Lonval's fon — but from the bending bow 
My fliafts unerring pierce the diftant foe. 
If valor prompts thee, on the dufty ground 
Throw the bright mail that girds thy limbs around : 
ril firft my arms unbrace — ^tiow lift thy lance. 
Undaunted thus behold thy foe advance ! 



Morven's 
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Morven's brave king beheld with wond'ring cyct 
Beneath the mail her fnowy bread arife : 
He faw the monarch's lovely fitter Hand 
Difclos'd to view— and from his mighty hand 
The huge fpear fell loud-echoing on the ground— 
While crimfon bluflies Ipread his cheeks around. 



Oft had the chief beheld the blooming maid. 
In all the charms of lovelinefs arrayM. 
Fair to the fight, as to the captive's eyes. 
The fuh*s all-cheering beams, and azure Ikies s 
Who many a livelong day had wifh'd in vain 
To view the glorious fource of light agaia 

r 

She thus began ; O warlike lung ! remove 
A fuppliant maid from Corlo's hateful love. 
Black as the clouds with thunder fraught, that roll 
O'er the lone defert is his gloomy foul. 
Ten thoufand warriors wait on his commands. 
Their pointed lances glitter in their hands. 

M Morvca's 



\ 



Morven*s brave monarch calmly thus ceplidd % 



r • 



Here fafely reft^ and iii my arm confide. 
From fields of fame tb/.Trenmbr never flies. 

But him, ^d ill his nunlerous lioft defies. 

I 
■ 1 ■ . 

For three revolving days, at early morn 
The dauntlefs hero blew his founding horn. - 
In vain-rf()r Corjo ftiuitiA^the profffer'd fight. 
And fled, confcfll/ig his /uperior might. 
The kingof Lochlini onth? fandy coaft. 
To daring Trenmor, and bis martial hoft. 
Spread the gay fe^ft \ thjen gave the bloomillig .mai 
Thus beauty's i charms the toils of valor paid. 

fl 

He ceas'd> nor longer flruck the tuneful Uring : 
When thus Fin gal to Lochlin's gloomy king : 
A kindred blood to that whofe currents flow 
Thro' thee, O Swaran ! animates thy foe. 
Oft have cuir great forefathers join'd in fight. 
For war and tumult gave their fouls delight. 



But 
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But when the dangers of the field were o*er. 

They feafted, and enjoy'd the focial hour. 

Let thy face beam with plcafure*s cheerful ray. 

And liften to the bard^s harmonious lay. 

Dreadful in blazing arms I faw thee ftand ; 

Fierce, as waves burfting o'er thy rocky land. 

Hills, woods, and vales did thy ftrong voice rebound ; 

Like (hoisting thoufands was the mighty found. 

Brother of Lochlin's fair ! in peace depart j 

Still reigns her image in my faithful heart. 

Oft to my foul, bright as the noon-tide ray. 

She comes, and drives the clouds of grief away; 

Loofe thy white fails, and guide thy valiant hod 

At early dawn to Lochlin's rocky coaft.— 

In Starno's halls when wild deftrudlion reign'd. 

And reeking blood my flaming fword diitain'd i 

For my loft fair when grief my foul pofTcft, 

m 

Tears dew'd my eyes, and vengeance fteerd my breaft 5 



M 2 



From 
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From thee, Q chief! I turned the lifted blade j 
From thee, the brother of the haplefs maid ! — t • 
Say, doft thou choofe the combat of the br^vc ? 
As thy great anceftpr to Trenmor gave. 
Receive from me-r-Thcn fhall thy might be ihown| 
Thy ftrength confeft, and fame be all thy own, 
Thou'lt quit the land in glory ; as thp funjj 
Ere down the weft of heaven his courfe \% x\xvi^ 
Skirts the gay clouds with vaf iegated dyes. 
And pours a flood of fplendor o'er the (kies^ 

« * • 

He thus replied ; In war I own thy might j 
No more fhall Swaran dare thee to the fight. 
Few were thy years, O king ! beyond my own. 
When firft in Starno's halls thy force was known. 
Oft did I wifh like thee to reiar on high 
The weighty lance, far-blazing to the (ky. 
To Morven's echoing coaft in queft of fame> 
•^hro' howling ftorms, and roaring feas Icame, 



Tl 
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The chdide of glorious' combat I obtaJnM 5 
The feaft was Q)read around, and pleafiirc reignM^ 
Kor feeblfe was fny arm 5 c*en thcie I chofe, 
And dai^d on Malmor's beath tliy might oppofe*- 
ArifCj ye bards I the noble contcfi fing, 
^ How Swarta ftrovc with Morven^s mighty king. 
Since Lochlin's haplefs fons^ untimely flain. 
Lie pale on Lena's blood-empurpled plain 5. 

* The Author has avoided making any remarks on the beauties of par- 
ticular pallages hi 6flian $ as ikey inuft tie obvious to every perfon of^ 
tafte, and the multiplying frivolous notes pays but a bad compliment to 
the reader^s judgmenti^i— ^However^ there appears fom^ing £o beatltiful m 
this Dialogue^ that he cannot avoid expatiating on it.— -Swaran, though ^ 
tranquilhod both by the valor and generoiity of Fin gal, ftill retains jfbme part 
of his former haughtinefs and ferocity-^ He praiTes FiNGAt^ iyut will not 
tondefcend to own him as his fuperior*^— He fpeaks with joy of their ftrife 
on Malmor aa si glorious coiteft* and tells the Bards in an equivocal man- 
ner, " To fend bim ivbo overcame to Juture years ;** and offers his fhips to 
him as a toke^ of friendlhipy not of fubmiiHon. Fin gal anfwers him in 
^ noble and heroic manner, that he will take neither his ihips nor land 
from hini, but be contented with his own defert country. Thiis gently 
rebuking his ill-timed pride, and in a covert manner reprimanding him for 
invading another^s territories.*— Swaran, with his ufual pride, bids them 
** rmfe the mojifyfinus over tbofe that fell, that then future hunters ivould 
«« know the place, and their fame lafl forever.^'' Fingal, wife through 
experience, indulges not himfelf in fuCh Vain expe£lations-*-He moralises 
#n their tranfient glory^ and obferves, that their a6tions would feem but as 
t dream to futuire tinges —« That their tombs would moulder away, and th^ 
ibng alone, if that remained, preserve their names from oblivion.— •This 
fpecimen is fufficienf to ihew, witfc what exquifite ikil], Oifiari pf^fervas 
his hepoes chara£ters, which are all ftrongly markedi and by fome pecu-c 
liarity 4ifcriaii&ated from each other. 

M i Thefe^ 
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Thefc, their fwift veffcls ftiall with fpeed convey 
Thy friends to Morven o'er the watry way : 
And if thy fons, thro* feas where tempefts roar. 
Shall guide their barks to Lochlin's rocky fhore i 
With joy, the gallant warriors V\\ receive. 
And on the plain the choice of combat give. 

Ne*er Ihall thy Ibips convey my valiant hoft. 
The king replied, to Morven's fea-beat coaft: ; 
Nor fhall Fingal e*er crofs the watry plain, 

T* extend his fway o'er Lochlin's wide domain: 

■♦ 

For me fufficicnt is the fhady grove. 
And ,my brown deer that thro* the foreft rove* 
Soon as the fun difpels the clouds of night. 
And ftreaks the eaftern clouds with rofy lights 
Spread thy white fails, thou brother of mjy lovC' ! 
And far from Erin's fatal plains remove. 

In peace thou'rt gentle, cried the Lochlin king. 
As the foft breezes of. the budding fpring. 



lA 
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In war, likQ ftorms, that when bleak winter reigns^ 
Roar thro* the deferts, iand deform the plains.. 
To thee, with joy my willing hand I plight ; 
Henceforth may fricndlhip thus our hearts unite 1 
Let thy bards pour the fplemn-breathing |brain. 
And praife niy valiant friends in battle flain : 
Let their fiigh* tombs to future ages fhow. 
That chiefs of mighty fame repofe ^elow. 
Then fhall the children of the north behold. 
Where their forefathers fought in days of old. 
The hunter, as he treads his lonely way. 
Awhile will flop, and deeply-mufingfay; 
" FiNGAL and Swaran, chiefs of ancient days, 

V ■ , 

Here bravely fought !^' — And thus recall our praife.^ 

The king replied 5 To-day we live renowned. 
And our great a£tions are with glory crown*d : 

To-morrow like a dream, or blaft of wind, 

• •■'•■ 

They'll fleet away, nor leave a trace behind. 

M 4 We 
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We {oon fhall ceafe to fire our troops to arms. 
No fields will echo to our loud alarms. 
Some future hunter, mufihg o'er the plain. 
Will feck our mouldering tombs, but feek in vain ! 
Our names may flourifh in the grateful lay. 
But all our ftrength in arms will fade away ! 
Arife, ye bards I whom thoughts fublime infpire. 
Pour the foft flrain, and touch the warUing lyre : 
On the fweet found let night more fwiftly fly. 
And morn with pleafure gild the eaftern fky ! 

We gave the fong ; an hundred harps around. 
With quivering firings accompanied the found. 
With beams of gladnefs Swaran's features glow ; 
• Returning joy dilpels the clouds of woe. 
As when thro* mifls that fhade the filent night. 
The full'orb'd moon emit* her filver light ; 

* DifcuiCip xLvahrx lux reddlta mend eft. Vieoil^ 



By 
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By flow degrees fhe clears the gloomy fcene. 
And rolls along in majefty ferene« 

When thus Fingai, ; Say, where deprefl: with grief. 
Far from his friends flies Erin's generous chief ? 
Semo's brave fon, like ftars when clouds arife, 

ft 

In darknefs fets.— -Sage Carril thus replies : 

In Tura's cave he mourns, o'en^helm'd with fliatne. 
His faded honor, and diminifliM fame. 
The fword of battle that he us'd to wield. 
When glory crown'd him in the martial field. 
To thee he fends 5 for like a fl:orm, thy might 
Has driven the valiant^ and confum'd the fight. 
Fled is CuchuUin's glory, matchlefs king ! 
Fled like the mifl: before the whirlwind's wing.' 
Take then, brave monarch I take his beaming fword. 
For vaniflx'd is the fame of^ Erin's lord. 



Ne'er 
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Nc*cr fhall Fincal> replied the hero, wield 
Cuchullin*s falchion in th* embattled fields 
His fame fhall flourifh, and extend afar. 
For ftrong and mighty was his arm. in war. 
Oftimes the conquer'd are with glory crown'd. 
The brave may fall — but yet they fall rcnown'd. 
Let grief, O king ! no more thy breafl: annoy. 
Forget thy forrow, and depart in joy* 
How many heroes vahquUh'd in the fight. 
Awhile have yielded to fuperior might ; 
Then, like the fun behind a cloud arofc. 
Regained their glory, and confiun'd their foes !*^ 
Fierce Grumal dwelt on Morven'sr echoing ihore, 
Befide where Cona's foaming waters roar. 
His dauntlefs Ibul rejolc'd in loud alarms. 
In fields of daughter, and the clang of arms. 
His fhips, in Craca'& founding bay be nKXMr'd, 

To fcize the daughter of its martial lord. 

From 



From the dark grove^ where rOfe the myftic rihg 
Of craggy fton^s came Craca's Bay king. 
Three days with equal force the chiefs engage. 
When Grutnal fell boaeath diie monarch's rage. 
His foes with hard-ftrain'd thongs the warrior bound. 
And then cbnfin'd him, where the rocks around 

In magic circle rofe — there, oft complain, 
The ghofts in midnight's folitary reign. 

And gliding frequent round their ftone of fear. 
With hollow fhrieks affray the liftning ear. 
At length released, he (hone unmatched in fight, 
Graca's brave heroes funk beneath his might : 
* He feiz'd the beauteous maid — immortal fame 
The chief acquired, and glory crowns his: namc^ 

• We may find by this .^eecli of Fingal^s, that afts of piracyi if; 
bravely executed, redounded rather to the credit, than difgrace of the per- 
formers. That all the northern nations mentioned in Hijftory a6l9d upon 
this principle, fbems tabe pretty evident from their conftant irruption into 
ether kingdoms without a previous declaration of war, or giving any rea- 
fon for thofe a6ls of hoftiKty. The maonf rs of the Greeks at the Ume of ^• 
the Trojan war, were nearly the fame.— ^We find Ulyflcs telling Eumaeus, 
whofe compaiTion he wanted to raife, " That he delighted in battle— that , 
he procured riches by piracy, and gained efteem and reverence among the 
Cretans on account of it." Jlom. Qdy. B. 14. 1, azo.^^T|iucydides ob- 
ferves, that in his* time, the profeffibn of piracy wa» reckoned honorable * 
^ ni hmt parts of Greect. 



( '72 ) 

Te hoaiy bards 1 awake the ftrdn fublitrie^ 



- y' 



And fing of heroes fam'd in ancient time. ^ ^: 

Strike, UUin, to our praifc thy tuneful ftringy 

And cheer the foul of Lochlin's mighty king« ' 



He faid ; at once an hundred h^s refound. 
At once an hundred voices rife around— 



■^ 



But I no more (hall hear the Poet's lays, ; 

No more fhall liilen to my father's praiie ! 
Sadly I mufe along our defert fliore, 

But hear the harp, and lofty ftrain no morel 

In death's dark cave the koary bard is laid. 
And great Fingal a vifionary (hade ! 

Faint in the ea(t: appears the dawn of day. 

High Cromla glimmers to the trembling ray. 

Swaran's loud horn re-echoes thro' the plain : 

Silent and fad towards the roaring main 

His warriors move ; they loofe their whitening fail^^ 

And float like watry mifts before the gales. 

Whea 
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When thus Fingal j Prepare the deer to chace, 

« 

Call my fleet dogs to urg^ the rapid race. 

Let nimble Bran his fnow-whitc bofom rear, . 

And bounding Luath's furly ftrength appear. 

Ryno and Fillan — ceafe ye dreaming eyes I 

Jn the dark grave my lovely Ryno lie§ f 

Fillan, and Fergus, let piy horn refound 

Thro* the dark wood, and pathlefs wilds around s 

My brave companions (hall with pleafure hear. 

While ftryck with (error pant the timorous deer. ^ 

The loud Waft echoed thro* the leafy wood j ^ 
Before their Iqng the fons of Morven flood. 
From the fierce dogs the rapid deer in vain # 

Bound o'er the hills, and fweep along the plam. 
Three fell by Bran, which in the monarch's fight 
}le drew, to give the warrior's foul delight, 

* I 

One deer before the panting greyhound fell. 
Where Ryno flumber^d in his peaceful celL 

FlWGAt 
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FiNGAL beheld) his tears began; to Bern $ 
Thus o'er the filav tpmb hfe ppurM his woe* 

See, where the foremoft in the rapid race 

* - ^ - 

Sleeps in the grave, regardlefs of the chace ! 

Around thee foon the fpiry grafs will rife, 

« ■ ■ . * . • • • 

•■ ^ > 

Shade thy grey tomb, and mock enquiring eyes. 






In future times there will the feeble tread, 
Uncohlcious, fearlcfs of the mighty dead.- 



Let us, my friends ! feek Erin's mournful chief. 

Calm his vexM Mind, and mitigate his grief. 

Lo! Tura'« walls- before our fight appear, : ' / 

And high to^he^en their mofs-<:rown'd fumiAitis rar. 

Thro' the loi^e h^ls a folema fllence reigns ; 

No mpr^ they echo, joy's, endianting (brains : 

For forrow clouds the mighty chief, whofe pSraife 

They oft refounded in hifthtfppier days* 
But fay, O Fillan ! for the winds arife. 



Does Erifi's leader meet thy father's eyes ? ' 



He 



He thus replied ; Thy gallant friend appears,. 



^. J . i 



And forrow. ftampt iipon his viTage.hcarSi 
Hail ion of battle !— -Thus with woe depreft. 
The valiant chief his mournful fpccsch addreft. . 

Hail generous youth ! and heroes fam'd afar ! 
All hail FiNGAL, great ruler of the war ! 
Thou, like the fun, in one fuperior round. 
While no companion of thy courfe is found. 
In fplendor roUeft — as the ftars of night 
Shoot their bright rays, and fhed their borrowed light. 
Thy fons at diftance emulate thy courfe ; 
Glorious their fame, and mighty is their force ! 
Not thus, O king renown'd haft thou beheld 
Thy friend in forrow quit th* embattled field ; 
Not thus inglorious did I meet thy view. 
When from my rage the * world's proud monarch flew, 

• This alludes to fome former bkttlCy in whick Cochnllin cn^oiinterM 

the Romans.— iThe Roman Emperor is diiiinguiihed in old compofitions by 

the title of King oj the fFh^ld, 

Macpherson. 

To 
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To him, infulting, Connan thus replied ; 
Great are thy words, and wondrous is thy pride ! 
Thou haplefs leader of a vanquifh'd hoft ! 
Anfwer thy adtions to the haughty boaft ? 
Unaw'd by fear, by dangers undifmay'd| 
Thro* ftormy feas we haften to thy aid j 
Thou feek'ft the lonely cave 5 whilfl: we oppoie 

I 

The adverfe hoft, and Connan figlits thy foes ! 
Tongue-valiant chief, to me refign thy arms 5 
Thee, fame infpires not, nor bright glory charms : 
Heroes to my fuperior might Ihall yield, 
And Connan blaze the terror of the field ! 

With dark brow frowning, and with eyes on fire. 
Indignant thus CuchuUin vents his ire. 
No chief in war renown'd e*er fought to gain, 
(And had a thoufand fought, it were in vain) 
My flaming arms. — ^Wcak boy ! I never fled, 
*TU1 Erin's fons lay mingled with the dead. 

When 
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When fternly thus Fingal to Connan cried : 
Ceafe thy proud vaunt, and curb thy idle pride. 
Know, thou inglorious youth, Cuchullin's name 
Shall live forever in the voice of fame. 
Oft have I heard, • O «hief ! the founding lay 
Proclaim thy prowefs in the deathful day, 
Hafte, fon of Semo ! bid thy rowers fwecp 
With finewy arms the hoarfc-refounding deep ; 
Till thy dark rocks, and waving woods arifc 
Like dulky mifts before their longing eyes. 
With pleafurc meet thy tov'd Bragek'? fight. 
Who, leaning on ft>me rock'i$ prc^fl^g hei^t. 
Thinks that Ihe hears thy * warriors chccrfol found. 
And rolls in vain her aching eyes around. 
High beats her heart ; her waving trefles flow 
In fable ringlets round her breaft of fnow. 



• The pra6kice of finging when they row is univerfal among the inha- 
bitants of the north weft coaft of- Scotland, and the Ifles. It deccivet 
timey and infpirits the ro>Yer8. Macphbrson. 

N Inccflant 
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Inceflant tear^ her rofy cheeks bedew, ' 

Till thou, her much-lov'd hero, meet her view. 

In vain flie waits, the mournful chief replies. 
Ne'er (hall CuchuUin meet Bragela's eyes. 
How can I fee my fair with grief depreft. 
Mourn my loft fame, and raife her throbbing breaft ! 
O king of Morven ! till this fhameful fight. 
Fame crown'd my deeds, unequaPd was my might. 

Again, replied the king, my valiant friend ! 
Conqucft and glory, fhall thy fteps attend. 
As round fome ftately oak^s afpiring head. 
The waving boughs their leafy honors fpread. 
Thy fame Ihall flourifli. — ^Bring the flaughter'd deer. 
My fons ! and for the genial feaft prepare. 
With plenteous beverage let our Ihells overflow. 
Nor be the mighty foul depreft with woe. 



The 
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The feaft was fpread around j which we prolong 

^ « 

With cheerful words, and heart-enlivening fong. 
Cuchullin's foul arofe— with keen delight 
He hears his praife, and recollefts his might. 
With aged Carril hoary Ullin fings : 
I often ftruck the loud refounding firings. 
And fung of former wars, and l?hicfs of old — 
Of chiefs, whom I alas, no more behold ! 
No dear companions of my youth remain, 
Sad, o'er their graves I pour, the plaintive ftrain f 

With tuneful fongs we pafs'd the night away, 
And haiPd with pleafure the returning day. 
FiNGAL ftrode forth his martial troops before. 
His huge lance glittered o'er the fandy fliore. 
Behind him, bright in arms his numerous hoft. 
Like fiery vapors gleam'd along the coaft. 
Spread, cried the monarch, fpread each fwelling fail,* 
And catch from Lena's heath th* aufpicious gale. 
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The troops with joy receive their king's command. 
They loofc their fliips, and quit the fatal land. 
Swift from our fight recedes the lefs'ning fhore i 
Beneath our prows the foamy waters roar : 
Light o'er the fwelling waves our veflcls bound. 
And with our fongs the rocks and feas refound. 
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